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PRELIMINARY.ADDRESS. 


THE flattering reception given by the World to innumerable 
Compilations from the Works of the moft approved Modern Authors, 
under the captivating title of their Beauties ; fhould feem to warrant 
a probability that an apology for the following Attempt would 
fearcely be neceffary. Religion, Morality, Metaphyfics, Philofophy, 
Poetry, and even Hiftory, has been repeatedly employed for this 
purpofe; whether fuch difplay of the art of Book-making has been 
more beneficial to the Authors, the Bookjellers, or the Public, does 
not become the Editor of the enfuing pages to determine. The 
prime intent of the prefent productioa is to introduce for public 
infpection, a fpecies of Typographical Elegance as yet very little 
(if at all) known; and it was neceffary, to chufe the method and 
matter fufficiently eligible, as well to difplay the beauties of the 
performance, as to render it productive of the benevolent purpofe it is 
defigned to anfwer. 

- The Editor reprobates the idea of infinuating a wif, that this 
Selection may be confidered as fuperfeding the Works of the 
Caledonian Bards, or even comprehending all their beauties and 
excellencies: Her beft hopes are only, that the principal Epifodes, 
Addreffes, Sc. will be more interefting to the Reader, and eafier 

retained 


Ce 
retained in the Memory than when attached to Matter lefs confe- 
quential, and encumbered with a perpetual iteration of the fame 
allufions and images. 

Every Admirer of pure Heroifm, exalted Sentiment, delicate 
Affection, and ftrong marked Charatter, muft be lovers of the 
Galic Poetry ; aud with thefe the Editor flatters herfelf if fe 
does not afpire to the expectancy of Praife, fhe will incur no great 
degree of cenfure, by prefenting it ia a form at leaft Novel, and in 
a fiile of Tvpographical Superiority as yet unattemped, 

Never fo happy as when an oppertunity prefents, to teftify the 
fincereft acknowledgments of agrateful heart: the Editor cannot 
omit embracing the prefent, by intreating the numerous Subfcribers 
to the pofthumous publications of the late Mr. Potter her Father, 
to accept (as the only poffible return in her power, for fuch unpre- 
cented goodnefs ) her earneft wifhes, that they may be ever in 
poffelfion of thofe exquifitely delightful feelings which animate the 
Lofom of fenfibility, whofe greateft luxury is the participation of ewoes 
not immediately its own; and whofe fupreme pleafure is relieving 
them. 


January 26th. 
1739. 
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ALBIN.—This word fignifies a Mountainous Country, and 
feems once to have been the name ofall the Ifland: but 
after the Saxons had defeated the South Britains, and became 
mafters of that divifion; fuch of them as maintained their 
independancy, were honoured with the appelation of Ual/h, 
or Nodility, im oppofition to the vulgar, who fubmiutted ha 
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the conquerors; and the northern divifion, comprehending 
all Scotland, has been fince invariably known by the name 
of ALBIN. 
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ereatelt part of them: it may be alfo proper to obferve the 
fooung which the kings of Morven or CALEDONIA were 
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with thefe neighbouring countries. With the inhabitants 
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He faw her fair moving on. the plain. The diftinGion 
which the azcient Scots made between good and bad Spirits, 
was, that the former appeared {ometimes in the day time, in 
lonely unfrequented places ; but the Jaffer never but by night, 
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CUL-ALIN—Of Cui, a poetical name for a Lady’s fine locks; 
and alin, graceful. The name of Allan, or Allen _in 
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When the darknefs of thy countenance grows.———The Poet 
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character equally great, as wellas the name of Oscar, the 
fon of Ossran. 
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_ well of them at death, but alfo imagining thata part of their 
future happinels confifted in feeing and travelling over ‘thofe 
_ {cenes, which in life afforded them fomucli pleafure. — 


_ ,* Errata in this Article, page 362 » for Chief of Scarlaw, read Fall of Tura. 
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APO STROPPE t OSSIAN. 


O Ofsian, hing of Songs ! thou roto drew the 
tear from the a Thou mho brought the joe to the 
pond Royal mourner of delma's race! where 
shall FT search for thy tomb? Lhe sons of neglogence 
have suffered the waving heath to cover tt-—The hearer 
of tales round the burning ourd meets thy words ; and 
he melts before ther ——S he COUTSE of the storm ¢s 
abroad ; but thy tomb tt mects not. The voice of tis 
rage is aloud amongst the pryecting cliffs : But thy 
marron dwelling te hing of bards! é fuafies LOVELY 
in silence. No huge stones rears tt5 lofty head there, 
to compel the flying winds to stofe their vapid fowrny, 
and, with murmuring accents, salute the mighty that 
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lie belomx— Gout zolt on, Loice o the nok | the ane 
of Ofsian regards ee ep ey hyself art. but jor a 
SEASON. Tho the feeble branches of th, be mood bend 
before th, ee, and th LE me ving heath kneels at thy V4 
ap iferoach, when thot art gone ) they ezect thet Cle heads, 
and ogee th i strength. =--- But th é Oi th of Ofsieen’ S 
song shall NLVEL be forget, while the Le. oaks of a hin 
blaze before the tenants of he her glens. 


Chief of Scarlaw 


Complaint 
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COMPLAINT of the BARD. 
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Dartref comes on my soul, O fir dawgh ter of 
Toscar, T behold not. the fom of my son at coe 
ROL the i, DUE of Oscar on Crona.-= = ~The rwstls ‘ng ve 
have carried him far aay ; and the heart of his 


father i és cad, ~~ Put bad me O- Woatrina POE the 


sound of my gvood 5 ; eo the woo of my mote nba. 


dtreams.—J. ct the chace be heard on Cona, - let me 
think On the be. days of other 4 Years. And bing me the 
harp O mud that ef sie touch tt, Ri hon the light 


of my SOL ul 3 allartse. Se De thou neir, to pecs the 


JONG | ; future LimUes she ale hear of me! 7 he SONS O the 
feeble hereafter mill, i ift the € VOLCe On Cona; and looking 
ifr to the vacks, SHY, “ here Ofsian dole’ They 
shall admire the chiefs of oli /, and the race that are 
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no move! while we ride on our clouds : Malvina » On 
the win Vig of the 20Ur tng winds. Our voices shall be 
heard, at times, tn the deseut ; we sha ie sng on the 
breeze of the sack. 

Cume thou beam that art lonely, foom Sic yer 
én the night Dae 6 gually winds are around thee, 
from all si telr piss bh. LR ed, Ovez Ty kundsed 
streams, are the. high ht covered poath. § of the ead. 
They f iteetee on the ellyng winds, tn the season 
of mtg He. Dvells theve 0b fy tie SONY, mhite hand 
of h é harps of Lutha? Awake the wOLce of the 
| serLNG ; : voll 71H soul tome. Jiisa stream that has 
jailed. ANboalvina poour the song. 

ve hear thee, from thy darknefs, tn Selma, thou 
that watchest lonely ; by night ! mwhy didst thou with-hold 
the son Up from Ofsians foilin g soul ? as the fellng 
brook to the ear of the hunter, descendin 4 from ws stor m= 


c0ve red 
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covered hill; in asun-team rolls the echoing sdzeam ; 
he hears, and shakes his deny locks: such is the. 
vole of L utha, to the friend of the spurs of heroes. 
oNby smelling bosom beats high. TF lok tack on 
the dys that ate pes. Come , thow beam that aw 
lonely from watching in the night. 

Dring, daughter of Toscar, boing the tanps ! the 
light of the Song rises tn Ofsian's soul! Se is like the 
fietd, nhen dan nefs covers the hills around, and the 
. shadow Gros stonty on the plain of the sun. FF 
behold my Sony O Aalvina , near the mofiy rock of 
Gona. But it is the mist of the desart, tin ged with 
the beam of the west! Lovely ts the mist, that afsumes 
the fe DIL of Oscar! turn from tt, ye ninds, when ye 
zoaz on the side of Ardven. 


Cathlin of Clutha. War of Carese 


ang 
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SONS of COLM 2 


St Gs night ; TJ am atone ; forlomn On the bile of 
SL st ods welled mae ed el anaes. 
73 torzent fLours down the bee No hut zecetves 
me from the vain ; pilorn on the hill of minds | Rise : 
Noon / from behind ihy clouds. Stars of the night 
GUS ) lead me, some light ) ZO the place , where ay 
live rests foom the chace atone! His bow near him 
UNSEEN 7: his doqs prantin 4 around Jo 
ye Fe gitst sth alone ) by the wock of the mofiy St7eaM. 
Of strénmand the mind roar. aloud... J ‘hem. not 
the OLCE of my love |} Why clays my dalger, why the 
chief of the hills ; his frromise Di Peme. 65 the zoch, and 
tere the tree! here ts the routing stveam! Thou didst 
promise mith night a) be eve. Af ! whether ts 7104p 

Salgar 
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Sal gar gone ? mith thee T would {4 from yy father ; 
with thee ‘ from rp brother of pride. Owe vace have 
long been foes y we are now foes, O Sulyar | Coase 
a tittle while ,O wind! stream be thou silent a while! 
tet iy) vorce be heard azound, let my wanderer hear 
me | Falzar ! dt ¢s Colma who calls. Here is the 
Zee, and the vock, Jalgar tay love ! J am here, 
W hy delayest thou thy coming 2 lol the ‘calm goon 
comes powh. ania flood ts bright in the vale.—The 
vocks Ge gecy on the sce fv. see him not. on the 
bvow.—Slis “dogs come not before him , with tidings 
of his near approach—SLere FT must sit alone! 

W ho ties on the heath beside me? Avi the mip 
lve and my brother ? Speak to me O my folends / 
Fo Colma they give no reply —cGpeak to me: J am 
atone ! Moy soul ts tormented with fears ! Ak! the 
ave dead! Their swords are red froin the fijtt.—O rnp 

brather / 


, ey 
bvother ! i) brother ! why hast thou slain my Fal gan 2 
Wh, ; ‘Sire abgar / hast thou slain my brother 2 Dear 
mere ye both to me! What shall T Say tn your frase Ps 
Shou west fate on the tile among thousands! He 
mas terible in {qh —F veak to me j fear mip Vole, 
hear me, SONS of m0 fove | They av silent: silent for 
ever.——Cold, cold axe their breasts of clay | oh | 
poom the cock on the hill; vom the tojy o ! the mind; 
steep, speak, ye ghosts of the dead ! speak, bs Geen 4 
not be afraid | whither are ye gone to vest? tin mhat 
cwe of the hill shall T find the departed 2. Ne 
cbt voice is on the gale: 0 ANSWEL half-cronned tit 
the storm | 
J sit atone in my viet! FT wait fo te 
in my tears! rear the tomb, ye friends o the dead. 
Chse it not till Colma comes. —Moy life fies anay 
like a deam: why should J stay behind 2 Here 
shall 
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shall T vest mith my friends, by the stream of the 
3 sounding vock.—When night comes on the hill, 
hen the loud winds arise j my ghost shall stand tn 
the blast, and mourn the death of Tet friends. The 
hunter shall hear from his booth. —He shall fear 
but love my voice | for sweet shall vy voice be for 
my frie nds: pleasant were her friends to Cae 


Songs of Selma 


C Death 


Co 


DEATH of MOURA A. 


a Cithba fell by the snord of Duchomar at the 
oak of the noisy streams —Duchomar came to Tura's 
cave ; he spoke 20 lovely Mona. Nborna, fatrest 
among WOMEN, lovely datighter of stvong-armed Cormac ! 
why in the circle of stones? tn the cave of the vock 
alone ? The stream mutkizmurs along. The old tue 
noamstme the minds te lake is troubled before thee ; 
dark Qe the clouds of the thy ! But thot ait snow 
on the heath ‘ thy hair ts the mist of Cromla = when 
it curls on the hill ; when it shines to the beam of ihe 
west | Thy breasts are two smooth rocks seen from 
Puan 0 of streams. — Thy arms like ZO white pillars , 
in the halls of the goat Fingal.” 

i. From whence Duchomar, most gloomy of men 2 
dark 


Ce 


dark ave thy y brows and terrible! Red are th by roll ing 
é4 yes | Does Swaran pees On the sea? whe at of the 
be Duchomar 2°—« From the hild J retuun O 
Morna, from the hill of the coe hinds. Thee 
have SJ slain nith my bended yen. Thoee with m, 
long bounding dogs of th the chace. — Lovely daughter of 
Cormac, J love the ee as my soul he aohs have slain one 
stately deez for thee—High mas his boanchy head : 
and fleet his feed of nind. —« Duchomar |” eis 
the matd, replied, T love th ce NO, thou gloom y man ! 
hard is hy heart of rock : davk is thy iy te wible brom. 
DP ue Cathba bea SOW of Torman, thot aw the love 
of Nborna. Dhow art a sun- beam, in the day of 
the ¢ gloom y SLOLM. Samest: thou the SOW of Forman ) 
lovely on the hile of his hinds? Here - “dacegh “er 
of Bee waits the coming of Cathba! 
“« Long shale Wbona watt, "— Duckomar said, 
oe Me long 


(ae 


“ lang shall Wborna wait for Cuttba! Behold this 
sword unsheaihed heve anders the blood of Cath le 
Long shall oN bora met. He fell by the stream of 
BPrannol On CGroma J wile raise his tomb : 
daughter of blueshielded Crmac! Furn on Duckomar 
thy eyes ; his aum ts strong as a storm. —“ Ts the 
gon of Terman fallen? said the mildly bursting 
voice of the maid, “ Is te fallen on his echoing hills, 
the youth mith the breast of snow? the fst ti the 
chiace of hinds? the fo of the SLLAM ger of ocean 2? 
Dhow avt davk, to me, Duchomar ) corel ts thy azm to 
Wona! Give me that snord my foe ! TS bwe the 
wandering blood of Caihba. 

we gave the sword to her tears. dhe pruerced his 
manly breast! Sle feu like the bank of a mountain 
sizeam, and stretching fouth his hand, he spoke. 


“ Daughter of btue-shielded Cormac! thou hast stain 


WE 


(es 


me tn 4 youth. | he sword és uh t to my breast: Mor “nay, 
a feel tt cold. Gwe me to Mooina the muid. . 
Duchomar was the dream of hev night | she will raise 
my tomb ; the hunter shalt LULSE my fame —D ut 
draw ie smovd from A breast, Nborna, the steel 
és cold!” he came , tn all her tears ; she came : she 
drew the sword from his breast. He prcerced her 
nhite side! he spread her fair locks on the ground ! 
Fler bursting blood sounds from her side: her white 
arm ts stained with red. Pollin 4 in death she lay. 
The cave ve: echoed to her si ee 

“ Peace’ said Cathullin pe hae the souls of the 
heroes / thetz decds mere prede tn fight. Loe them 
ride avoend me-on clouds. Let them shew their 
features of Wat. Nb; soul shall the en be firm tn 
danger ; mine arm tike the thunder of heaven! Dut 
be thow on a moon-beam ; O Aborna! near the window 


- 


c.. 


of MY Ire t; whe te v4 th. howghts ate of pene ; ; nhen the 
din of arms ts fast. Gi wher the strength of the 
tribes! Move to the wars of Erin! Yiend the car 
of my battles | x repolce in the noise 0 my cotrse ! 
place thvee spears by my stde : follow the bounding 
of my steeds |! That my soul mcty be StLONG tn mip 
friends, nhen battle darkens rund the beams of 
es steel. 


Fingal, 


The 


Ee 


Che Storn of CAFRBAG and GURUVMAUR. 


Tn she * day ry. came the sons of o ocean ‘to Erin | 
whe thousand vefsells bounded on waves to Ullins lovely 
plains. | The sons of Inis-fatt aiose, to meet the 
race of dark-brown shields.  Catebar, first of MeN, WUS 
there, and Grudaz, stately youth Long had they 
strove yor the spotted bull that loned on olbiens 
echoing heath. Each claimed him as his onn. Death 
was often at the pont of their stecll |! side by side the 
heroes fought ; the stiangers of ocean fled. Whose 
name WAS frurer on the hill, than the name of Cairbaz 
and Gradar ! — But ah | / oh M4 EVEL lowed the ZL wll, 
on Golbun's echoing heath. Th, ey sam him leaping 
bike SHOW. The wrath of the chief's zeturned | 

: ‘On Lubars grafiy banks they fought i Grudaz 


fell 


fe) 

pe in his blood.  Ficue Cairbar came to the vate . 
MhELE BLrafsolis, fatrest of his StSECDS, all alone, 
raised the sony of gpief. She sung of the actions of 
Geudar, the youth of fev Secret soul |_—She mourned 
him in the field of blood ; but still she hoped jo 
his return. Ser white bosom ts seen from her robe, 
as the moon from the clouds o night, when tts edze 
heaves white on the view : from the darkn af’ : which 
covers tts orb. Her voice was softer than the th saiofe 
to vaise the song of 0 of gi of- Slor soul was fixed on 
Grudar. Tie oe look 0 of hez 2E2 ee Was his. — 
“NV hen shalt thow come tn th, iy arms thou mwigh: ily 
in war? — 

“ Take Burafiolis; Caizba. came and said 
« take Prufsoli tS, this shield of blood. Fix it on high 
within Tp te ball the azmour of otf fee! Her soft 
heat beat against her side. — Distracted, pate y she 


flr. 


ie, 
fen. - She found her youth in all his blood ; she 
died on Czomla's heath. Herve rests their dust 
Cittulln. — Dhese lonely yens sprung from their 
tombs , and shade ihem from the storm. Saiz was 
Brafiolis on the plain! Hately was Giudar on the 
hill! The bard shall poreserve thei names, and 


Rapa ahem down to f° ture times!” 


Fingal, 


cf) Tre NWO 


(ay 


qane€éP?pmo &. 


« Drenmor” said the mouth of SONGS, ved in the 
| Ker year Le, bowatdlehviie nace, 
days of other yee Ss Jle bounded over the waves of 
the Bae: F companion of the storm ! She high oes of 
etdijad of Lochlin ; - and tts ae Sh MLULINWL A i 


sounds appeared ZO the he 20.0 throuagh is the mtst : & 


bound his mbite-bosomed sails. Pe. 
boar, that roared though the ie , ti 
Many hd fied from its prresence : but it rolled in 
death on the sfvear of Teenmor. Thee Chiefs who 
beheld the deed, tot ld of the ie, stvan yer. They 
told that he stood, bhe a ins 0 five, tn the Mis 
arms of his valour. ae ey, f Lochtin as ae 

the feast. He called the blooming Teenmor. 


y” ies p Z 
Dhivee days he feasted at Gormals mindy towers; and 
F | 


zecetved 


( 


veceived his choice in the combat. The land of Lechlin 
had no hero, that 1 yielded not to Trenmor. Che shell 
ty ment round with SONGS, tn praise oft the king of 
A bowen. 2 that came over the WAVES the fe rst 
of m ‘7 ly M21. 

Moms whe n the fourth ¢ Jou 'y Mm0tw ALOSe, the é hero 
launched #'s gee ise Avalledk along the hs shove, 
and called for the eat wind : jor loud and 
distant. te heard the blast me urmuring behind the 
groves. Covered over with arms o stect, a son of the 
rvoody Gormal appeared. Red was his cheek and fatr 
his thatr. His shin like the snow of Morven. 
Mild rolled his thie and smiling eyes; when he sfroke 
to the king of swords. 

& Stay, Trenmor, stay thort frst of MEN y thou 
hast not conquered Lonvat. S SON. by sword has 
often met the brave. Thi be wise shun the strength | 

D2 of 
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of my bow? Thou fate-haired youth,’ Trenmor 
veprlied, OT will neo fight nith Lonvals son. 
Thine arm ts feeble sun-beam of youth, Retire to 
Gormal's dark-brown hinds. —@ Lut F will rettze, . 
replied the youth, “ with i sword of Trenmor ; and 
exult in the sound of an) fame. Tf 12 VEL 2p shall 
gather ovith sm les, around him w fo conquered ape ‘y 
Canes Shey shale sigh with the stg As of love, 
and admire the lengt the o thy 4 Spene ; 7 ous shale 
curUy tt among Waren nhen T iif 4 the glittaing 
otnt to th ve SUN. 

“ Show shalt never caer yy ava my spent, sata 
the angry Aine gO of Morven. sy) “y mother shall find 
the ee poate on the shove, and looking over the dark-blve 
dechr, see the satls of him that slew her son. © ST 
gill not lft the spre, veplied the 4 youth, it my arin 
15 not aug with yells: but with the feathered daz, 


J have 


( ay 


TI have learned to fuerce a distant foe. Thoom down 
that heavy matl of steel. renmor ts covered ip 
death. ROE first mill tary iy My mail on earth. Sf, ‘TOW 
gow thy ae thou poly / MNbowen ! Ne He SAW 
th TP heaving of # her treast. Jt mwas the sis ster of ihe 
hing eae?) fe had seen tim tn the hall peed loved 
his , 1CE of youth. The Sfredt drofit vie the te and of 
Grenmo: te bent. his ved check to th e Grot und.—dhe 


was to him a beam of k bet that meets the SONS of the 


cave ; mhen ther Y revisit the ie Ls of the stt n, and bend 
their ore eyes | ae nef of the mindy Mowen,” 
begun the maid nith the aims of snow. ee, Let me 
vest tn hy bounding shi h, Ws 2 from the love of ee, 
fj he, like the hinder of of the desart ts te ee 
Tnibaca: he tes me in the vee of jiride. 5 
shak. bakes ten thousand 5 os eon poe Lest thott tn peace, 


said the mighty Trenmor One ee behind the shield 


og 


(= 


of my fathers. T nill not fy fom the chief, tho 
he shakes cen thousand Sfreans / Three ddetys he watted 
on the shore. He sent his horn abroad. He called 
Colo to battle ; from all his echoing hills, But 
Colo came not to battle—The kin 4 of Lochlin 
descends from bis tall 9 SFE feasted on the 20llui ng 
shove. Se ye the maid to Srenmor. 


F gal e 


Death 


i 2a 


DEHTDH of ALVO. 


OW ko comes” said Fingal, “bike the bounding 

ride he the hart of echoing Cona? His shield 
pies on his side, the clang 9 of his armour ts 
moirmpul—Hle meets wi th Crra; on in the stoi a 
Behold the battle of the chiels!—~Te as like the 
contendin gO hosts in t pony storm. —Lut 
fullest the ou son oO the hill, 7 and ts thr LY white bosom 
stained mith blood? We ech, unk zap YY Lorma, Aldo 
ie nine | BS IOTHE Ten 4 toot the Spear of his 
strensth. He was sad vs the fall of of Mado. bie 
bent his meeliee eyes on ake As Gat wl met ihe 
king of Tova. Who can velute the fight of the 
chiefs fae bl ighty steanger fe Uf! 

Loma Sat tn Alde's hall. She & Sat by the ligh ne 


ee 
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of a flaming oak. Lhe ni ght came down, but he 
did not return. The sout of Lorma is sad—W kat 
detains thee ; kunter of Cona? Dhow didst frromtse 
to vetvron.—SCas the debo been distant boy 2? do the 
dark winds sigh, sound theeon the heath2 JT am in 
the land o sdDAn eR where ts my friend but Aldo? 

Come from thy sounding hill, O my best beloved. 
Her eyes ave turned towarls the gate. She 
listens to ihe rustling blust. che thinks itis Aldo's 
tread. PY rises in her face!——@But servow returns 
a jain, like a thin cloud on the moon-—“ Wilt thor 
gmt retin my love? let ine behold ihe face of the hill. 
he morn ts in the east. Calm and bot fe is the 
breast 0 the like 2 VW hen shall wh behold his a095, 
PeLULnLi 7 from the chase e W hen she i ss Kear his 
voice, loud and bestia on the wind? come from thy 
sounding hills i hunter of wooly Conal’ FG thin 
ghost 


, 
ghost ad on a wock, tke a watiy beam of feeble 


bight: when the moon rushes sudden. from between 
Zo clouds, and the mid=night shower ts on the feeld i 
She followed the empty form over the heath. the 
knew that her hevo fe L—T heard her anproaching 
cries on the mind, like the mournful voice of the 


bvecze, when tt sigh on the graf of the cave | 


She came. the found her hero! Hor voice was 
heard no more. cilent she rolled her eyes. She 
VAs pate and witlly sad! Few were her days on 
Coa. She sunk into the tomb. Fingal commanded 
his bards ; they suny over the death of Loma The 
dateghters of Woowen mourned her, for one day tn 
the year, when the dark winds of autumn returned. 

Son of the distant land / Dhow dnellest tn the 
feeld of fume ! Oe thy song artse, at times, tn prraise 
of those who fell Let their thin ghosts vepotce avound 

G 


thee ; 


( eo y 


thee } and the soul of Lorma come On & fecble beam: 
when thow liest down to rest , and the moon looks into 
thy cave. Then shalt thow see her levely ; but the 
tear ts still on her cheek ! 

Silent and slow on floating mst : high hovering 
on the verge o the ocean » come ye ghosts of the dead ! 
Ye bards of the times of otd, here vesteme your 
employment, mourn the death of the lovely. She 


meuted the LOLCE O your song. 


Battle of Loras 


MNoralt 


201% 


WOeBwALI and MINV AS. 


Let heroes who exfrect their tombs to rise by the 
white-comed daughters of beauty, said the beaver of 
Dunairm's shield, rest till morning but Nboralt 
shall fal amid the shades of night. No tomb of 
mine shall rise: No tear from the lovely shall bathe 
it. None shall lament Over Me, SAYING. ‘ Ok 77 
hero! None shall lament QUEL ML, saying, ‘OR 
my Son ie Noy arrom hath fuerced the breast of the 
lovely: My Spear is stained with the blood of my 
kindred. 

by fothers mere the foes of Albin. Their 
spears. rose mith Lochlins kin Ve Se longed to travel 
upron the maves of ocean. dix mazriors raised m 


auhite sails. TF: Me wind » tn haste 20ML the nortle 2 


é g W aves 


i oe) 


W aves gath ered cae from the blast. Seas 
mingled with clouds that he uried along th Le face of 
the dech. Dos high he Kills o of Albin vose on the tofu of 
the waves. The. e green woods of Stiavan shook thete 
locks before the bounding of OUT bark. 

Dhe tall of Dunairm was the home o SPAN GETS. 
The quay haired chief stretched fouth ee We ae of 
priendshipe to veceive ws. W elcome 2, Said he gin ED 
. the SONS of ocean when they come tn fete. Our deers 
are Many : Ouz shells are full Dhe Te tales of Out 
bards are pleasant ; ; and why should. the stoanger 
mourn in our hall? 

The feast was spread with minh, and we blefsedt 
the foes of our fathers. 

MNboinvas shone in the hall of her father, lke the 
frost beam of th the rising Sun, when tt smiles on the 
deny plains. of ae chief's sought the love of the 


miata ; 


ee 


maid ; but she turned her ey ee from the might , and 
fixed them On Morale. 

Nor hills, nor waretors mere mine. . J ment ta 
the tattle alone. The foes of Lock Ln had fallen 
by my hand ; but m: 'y fume mwas not heard. 

Go, satd the maid ; ; fej tt the battles of other 
dings. Gath ez thy fame in a distant land ; - send tt 
be efore thee to Minvas, and she nill onn thy by love. 

TJ went to Erin's hing. Many of his foes fell 
by my sword. Ny ny mame WES heard in song, and 
my fz me travelled over many seas. She daugh ters 
of TS nis-fait spread their nhite arms before me in vain. 
V4 he en peace smiled on the land, J veturned to the 
miata of snow. 

The sun ley asleep , and the moon wandered trom 
clowd to cloud, when the hall of Dunairm ajpeared. 
Fvom the shirts of a birchen gue, the breeze of 


( » ) 


night conveyed to my cans a sound soft as the breath 
of summer—! Go ; and, if thot fall Minvas will 
bathe thy smect memory mith her tears. 

by soul, that never trembled before, shook mith 
dvead and howr. TJ saw OM>invas and stately 
was the warrior who stood by her side. 

wf bent mp bo-——Ga, said J to. an anom, 
juewce that breast of falshood. Sct no other warrtor 
seauh for fume to ji lease that. heart of pe utd. 

The stecl entered her white bosom. | Her 
variegated garment is spread on the heath. Her 
long hair ts bathed in her blood. Her Groans are 
mingled mith the sighs of night. 

Ul Fcc came the meteor of death, ee es 
warrior ?—PF irom an avn of strength we replied ; 
and raised my pear. 

oon of gloomy night ; sata the astonished youth, 

ly 


aay: 


thy aum ts strong because the fre Was feeble. The 
spear of the might MevEY LOSE before a dak heart tke 
thine. Dut thy suoly ghost shall forthwith depart 
rom tts dwelling , and mingle with the sons of the 
wind, nheve thy bonelefs arm shall never raise the 
stecl against the lovely. 

Long WE fought on the heath. Lhe groans of 
Wboinvas were lost in the clash of stecl. She Spear 
of my foe at last gave way, and he fell before me. 
The m2L0070 looked fouth from the shiits of a davk cloud, 
and J beheld mp friend, the tzother of Abinvas in 
tis blood. | 

And axt thou fellen, my brother , said the fowllerin 
voice of the maid ; and shale th athee never tehold 
thy retu~n from the chice A te Moralt ! on what 
distant land does thy spear rise against the mighty ets, 
No brother of mLNe shall now call thee from the 

| fuelds 


Gy, 


feela ds of yp th, ty fom 772 Put thou wilt some time 


return, WM af #0 hero, and ratse th Le tomb o of AMtinvas CAL 
p. 


the groves of oe former loves. 

TI deew the stect from the breast of the lovely. 
Noy tears mtn gled with the red stream from her 
bosom. che opened her fai nt eyes, and beheld her 
Mboralé's oo bathed in her ‘blood. — She shricked 
fhevself into & ghost. J strove to gap a in 7p 
arms ; but tt fed mith horror from my embrace , and 


ZoSe On A beam 0 the 1000. 

Sour Stones mark the dwelling of the hero: Near 
tt rose the tomb of the lovely. The VIrGens often give 
the tear of ply aS they paps : Lhe tenants of the bush 
Seng thet SONGS of moe. Ale night oe sit, and 
Listen tothe wind. Dark clouds fromn on me as they 
roll over my head. She children of the air shun 


me. es Vaan 


; W hat 
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W hat feint beam 5 with tts hal}-formed smile, 
gladdens the cheek of the east 2 She moon ts asleep tn 
her t heathy bed, and the sun 18 not yet prepared to 
ster forth tn the brightnefs of his beaut 'Y baa eS 
ee the mud of ¢ he bloody bosom, coming with 
her hundred meteors to light z MNtoratt, the hero of other 
lands, Zo the fields of death. 

Tn mrath the vlrgin comes not to her friends, She 
| pres es the gloom O} night rom our mountans. The 
MOUNENG star teembles in her hand. he comes tike the 
fost beam which the sun sends fouth zo prroclaim his 
apy proach befne he loaves his bed of vest in the east. 

W hy dost thou 14 from ws tn haste, maid of the é 
onild ee: But thou hast loft morning On Ouo 
tills ; and thy fom has diseyp fue ed, bike a 
cloud of mist on the lake ; ovhich vanishes before the 


face of the stre of boii hinefs. 
an / 


a CGimora 


(gery 


CUIMOUA ad CONRAT. 


Crimora. 


W ho cometh from the dill, like a cloud tinged 
with the beam of the mest? W hose voice ts that - loud 
as the wind, but pleasant as the ta uatrfe of Ciil 2 Fz 
w5 i love in the light of steel ; but sad is his 
darkened brow! Live the might ity race o ye Fingal | op 
what darkens tn Connals SOU 2 2 


Connal. 


They ti Wwe. They return from the chace, Lhe a 
stream of light. The sun ts om their shields. 
Like a rid. ge of fv thes ey descend the till. Loud és 
the voice of the youth | Dhe war, my love, ts near! 


DPo-monow the dreadful Dargo comes to try the force 


C 


, 2) 


of OLL ACE. The Zace oO Fingal he defies j the 
HCE of battle and wounds. 


Crimora. | 
Connal, JT saw his sails like grey mist on the 
davk-bromwn wave. They slomly came to tand. 
Connal, many dare the warriors of Dargo ! 


Connal, 
B ving me thy fathers shield: the bofiy, 110 
shield of Rinval ; that shield, like the fullorbed 


wL00N, when she moves darkened thr Heaven. 


2imo2a. 


Dhat shied T bring, O Connal ; but it did not 
defend my father. Ly the Sprear of Gama he fell. 
Shou mayest fell, O Connal. 

F 9 Connat. 


kK ae) 


onnal. 


Fall I my | But raise my tomb, Gimora! 
Grey stones, a mound of cavth, shall send ae NAME 
to other times. Pend thy ved eye over my guive, 
beat thy mournful heaving breast. Though fo 
thow art M0: love, as the light } move pleasant than 
the gale Oj the hill ; yet SF will not tere remains 


Raise my. tomb ; Gimora. 


Crimora. 

Then yive me those Aris that gleam; that SMOr, 
and that Sear of steel. T shall meee Darr. 0 with 
Connal, and ad him tn the fit. Farewill, ye 
rocks of Aadven ! ye deer! and ye strewms of the 
billi—We shall retuen no more. Our tombs 
are distant far! 

“ And did they return no moe? said Uthas 

bursting 


(1 ) 


buxsting sigh. U Gell the mighty in battle 5 and 
did Crimoa live ?—Her stefis mere lonely ; her soul 
was sad for Connal. Was he not young and lovely . 
bike the beam of the setting sun?” WUllin saw the 
virgins tear, ‘he took the softly teembling harp the 
song mas lovel; , but sad, and silence mas in 
Carric-thura. | 
} 

vests on the hills. The whirlwind is heard on the 
heath. Dark rolls the wver thoough the NALLOW plain. 
Atve stands alone on the hill, and marks the 
slumbering Connal. ~ She haves wheel round with 
the nind, and stew the quave of the dead. At 


Autumn ts Lirk on the mountatns * py mt 5tS 


Zimes are seen here the ghosts O the diprarted, PVs 


the MUSING hunter alone, stalks slomly over the heath. 


Who can reach the SOULCE of thy race, O Connal cf 
Who recount thy fathers 2 Sy family qu like an 


0 


(oe) 
oak onthe mountain , but now tt ts toon from 
the earth. Wha shale stupipily | the place of 
Cnnal? Flore was the din of arms ; heve the groans 
of the dying. Lloody are the wars of Fingal eS 
Cnnal! it was tere thow didst fall. Thine 
arm Was ti he & storm ; ay sword a beam of th é shy j 
th ry freight Za vock on the plain ; thine ey Ye5, a furnace 
fp Es Louder thin a storm was thy uy wOLCe, 
¢ 70 the batiles of th, 4 steel. Vi arriors fell by thy 
swoud, as the thistle by the stapf of a toy. Dargo 
the mighty came on, darkening in his rage. Kis 
bvoms mere gath heved into wrath. His eyes Like tno 
caves in @ vock. DB righ “ rose thet ele swords on cach 
side ; j loud was th é Ps of thei etz stecl. 

The dau ghter of Rinval was near ; Cimora bright 
in the armor of man ; hex yellow hair is toose 


bof, ALC l, her bow tS th a hand. She followed th LE 
youth 


( » } 


youth to the 8) Connal her much beloved. She 
drew the stuing on Dare 90 j but curing she pucerced hen 
Connat. we falls hhe an oak On the pain ; like a 
-gock from the shaggy hil. What shall she do, 
hapleds maid !— Fe bleeds, hee Connal dies! All 
the night long she cries, and all the day, “O 
Connal, my love and m -Yy friend. | W ith quef the 
sad mourner dies! Carth here incloses the loveltest 
pur on the hill. The grafs grows between the stones 
of their tomb oh often sit. in the mournful shade. 
The wind sighs throst gh the gaps; their Me MOF 
ZUSNES O MD i mind. ae. you now slecfe 
together ; in the 2 tomb o the mountathr you rest alone! 
And soft be their vest, sata Lttha, hhaprlefs children 
of steamy Lutha! TF will remember them with tears, 

and my secret ae shall vise ; when the winds ee 
north £ ens the proud g GLUES of Tora. 


Car ricethurae 


The 


Cay 


Th DRAYSE of CARTCTCPVOR. 


Fingal was sad fe » Carthon ; he commanded his 
bards ZO mark the day nhen shadony autumn 
returmed: and often did they mark the day, and 
sing the hero's rvatse. “Who comes so dark trom 
ocean $ rot, Like auiumns shadony cloud? Death 
ts trembling in his hand! is eyes Mie ‘ames 
W ho wavs along dark Lora's heath? Who 
but Carthon : king of swords 2 The people fall is 
tow he strides, like the sullen ghost of Mowen |— 
But there he lies, a goodly oak, nhich sudden blasts 
overtuoncd! When shall thou rise , Lateluthas Vian 
When Carthon shalt thou arise?—W ho comes, 40 
dark from oceans rout, Like autumn's shadowy cloud 2” 
Tuch were the words of the bavds , tt the day of thetz 


moUrALng 
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mourning : Ofsian often foined thet voice; and added 
Zo the eir son F- Moy soul has been M201 went for 
Canthon ; he fell tn the days of his 4 read And 
thet bolt, 0 Clefscimmor | where ts thy dwelling in the 
nind? Has the youth forgot his wound? Plies he 
on clouds with ed: miele feel the sun, O Moalina, 
leave me to my zest. P haps thes Y Telly come to ay 
dreams ; J think JI hear a feeble voice!—_-The beam 
of heaven delights to shine on the grave of Carthon: 
J feel it warm around. 
O thow that rollest above , round as the shield of 
athers! Whence are thy beams, O sun! hy 
ev heteins i; light 2 thot comest forth tn thy amful 
beauty ; the stavs hicks themselves in the shy j the moon 
cold Me poate : sinks in the western wave. Put 
thou thyself movest alone: who can be a companton of 


thy course! Lhe oaks of the mountains fall: the 


mountains 


(\ ay 


mountains themselves decay mith years ; the ocean 
shrinks and Grows ayain: the moon her selft ts lost in 
heaven ; but (how ant for ever the SUE 5 rejoicing tr 
the brightae]s of thy COURSE. VW hen the Baws ts dark 
qvith cemfuests ; when the thunder rolls ) and lightning 
putes ; thow tookest. in thy beauty, from the clouds , and 
laugh vest at the stom. Putto O SLAM, thou lookest 
tn vain ; for t he beholds thy y beams no more: ; whither 
th Y yllin hair ts fe Own on the eastern clot ads, oz th 20 
tremblest at th Te gyutes of the west. BD ut th tou ait 
perhaps like me > 8 for a season, thy years will have an 
end. Show shalt sloop in thy clouds, care ofs of the 
wolce of the mOUning. Crult then, Osun elie 2 
strength of thy ary youth . | aye tS dark and wntovely ; 
ts Like the sborstbti light of the M2002 , AS 


shines ths rowgh broken we cds, and the mist tf on 


the hills ts. 


Carthone 


The 


my 2a 


aqhe CALE of the BARD. 


Durtech tved at. Lutbar of steeams. In deeds of 
fume his hair grew white. Strangers knew the may 
to his hall: Tn the booad path theve quew no mountatn 
goafs. No door had he to his gate. a Why ’ he said 
should the nanderver see tt shut wy, untoch was tall 
as the oak of & his vale. On etther side, a fate tranch 
li ifted tts queen quoving head. Two green trees 
Smt ing in the shower, and looking he thro rainbows on 
the Sun, were the 720 ohilely "tH of Dur loch. Hewes 
admived the beauty of Migut ; and virgins : mith 
secret pleasure ; beheld the steps of Alihes. « He ts 
stately,” said the strangers, (as the son of Turloch, 


q? 
and she ts fate, they said ‘as the maid at Lubai's 


G z | Long 


vallin 4 WaALELS. 


Baas 8 
Long did. the yeas of Durloch glide smoothly bs 


Dheir Steps Mere silent as the stream of his vate. 
pt smiled in the face of the chief, like the sun 
beams on the brow of his hill, when no cloud travels 
in the wad of heaven. 

“ But ever varying, as the face of the shy, are 
the days of man fon his mountains. The storm 
and the calm roll. there in their course ; the light and 
the shade by turns ave there. 

ae Mbigut one day quent fou to the chace. In 
her white hand mas the bended tow ; and tno py 
dogs bounded, throwgh the mormny dew F tn her sLepis. 
S; if as mists that ly through heaven when the winds 
ave hich, they pursued on hills the deer. Mbigul 
dum the string. Hor minged dawts were unerUing 


as death. On the boonn heath the SONS of the 
MOUNtALM , gasping, fell. — 
«De 


(4 


«The huntrefs sits on her rock. Lhe thunder és 
Heard on the til The clouds gather like nigh ht. 
The streams descending from the mountains are white 
and Lubar rolls in foam. San shade thow crofs tt 
to z home, thot trembling maid ? 

“ Althos saw his sister approach. He knew 
where two bending vocks almost met above the stream. 
An aged oak spreads tts arm acrofs often had the 
trembling hunters of other times crept along tts mofs tn 
the day of stom. Here stood Althos above the deefr. 
: Give Me, my StSLEL, thy he hand. — Poth shake upon 
the bending branch: t guakes ; tt cvacks ; tt breaks ; 
tt fos! 

“ Turlock was kndln "4 the fre in his hall, 
My datt ghier from ihe hill, Be said, ts wet. 

3 A cry strikes his ea ea, as he fans the flame. 
dudden- -stanting, he bs wes Jnth. He sees his two 

children 


( ey 


childven shoot along the stream : they ae clung Zo 
one aged branch. 

“ He cried ; but his cries were vain. Night, 
descending on the vale mas dark. The wocks will 
morning t heard his moan; and deer, awaking at the 
sound, leapt mvilidly lly from Luba's banks. —Diy 
found # him mantering 2 there ; and night ayaln overtook 
him in the same place. But. his chilcren at. the dark 
StLCAML he found nO ; and sad he veturned to his 
empty h house. Lon 4 did tt echo to tis sighs ; and 
long did he wander at the dak SELEAM, when the 
children of the vale had retired to rest. 

“ The shield of battle, at length, was struck. 
Turlock heard, as he weft on Lubar's banks, the 
sti Sead. with his preople to Jatin ; but 
they landed, as they poofsed, (2 Sthulmo.— There, 
¢v0 lovely beams met them on the vock ' benders of 

the 


. eo 


the dip ; ni Vedi before 2 Pa on The 
eye of urlockh darkened with grief as he beheld their 
beauty, tn the midst of the children of the eset. 
“ Iwo such lovely beams were you once tn my sight, 
my childven! uch was thy statelinefs , O Athos! 
and such thy beauty, O Moigul Li , 

ue They feard the voice of their father, on the isle 
to which they were borne, by the oak, on the ming of 
streams. They heard it, and sprang, to his arms 
gvith joy.—T ke face of the aged again WAS bright F 
and yladnefs returned to Lubar.” 

“ Df children, O Murno,” added the voice of 
age, « ane, like those o Turlock, only lost jo a 
SEASON. They are only gone before thee on thelr own 
stream tothe land of the happy. | here thou shals 
soon behold them lwely i lifting thetr young heads tn the 
mtilst of heroes. Mready ; their course ts in the fare 


mtits 


Cg 


mists that wander on the face of the m00n when she 
looks pate th: rouyh clouds, and shines in the stream o 
Alva. Le, therefore, the grief of Lboan be forge, 
for there he will find his Lorma. Let the tear 
the red eye of Murno be miped aff for thee he will 
fond his ont 

The grief of the MOULNEIS calmed by deguees, Llian 
nas like a tree ; which though the storm ts laid, still 
shakes tts waving head ; and the bosom of Murno stile 
heaved above the sigh ; like waves which tof’ themselves, 


at times, after the winds have retired. 


Finan and Lorma. 


Lamentation 


f oy 


ZAMERTCACIJOR of MURRE. 


iE Morning rose on the iste of Croma, and. the 
torn of my Som was heard. Dhree ihe a dogs leap 
avund him and lift their ears with fy at the sound of 
his guiver. They bound in their shi through the 
sivatt, and pursue the dark-bronn deex of Crome. 
YW ith evening me see the skiff return. The waves 
aus on the deep. The skiff is seen at times on thelr 
wiite tops : but suddenly sinking it disappears. In 
vain we look fo tt again aw concealed in the Seat, 
or tn night. 

“ My soul trembled for my son. — ut oldas J 
Wis, what could JI do?—TJT bade the years that 
were past return ; but they heard me not.—The 


pe ath of thetr course was distant : and the VOLCE of 
Jt Mourne 


Cs 


Aburno was feeble. Noy daughter £00 shiicked, 
and shook my aged soul, as shakes the blast the ary 
leaf of the destiit.—“ O my brother ! Tey brother | 
of love! in the storm ait thou lost 2 Art thot lost 
a0 brother _ 

“ Dima afipears a ak Spot on the foamy top of a 
wave.—JIs that the wandering ooze ; ov ts tt thot 
my brother? —He heard her voice ; and with one 
faint note te replied, Seat and fy divide, by 
Trvo of the quay dogs had reached 
the shove : the third, in the foam of the waves was 
last. The two heard the voice of Finan fait, They 
bound again into the sur yy deer. They return with 


LUT HS ve soul, 


Finan on the third mae ; but one bzeathes on the 
beach his last. 
ti Lorma bore her brother to the rock. ( Here, 


he 


( ey 


he faintly said, ¢ Let me fo a little, vest, jor my 
stzen gth ts failed a 

“ She mraft her robe about his breast, and made 
his pillow of the weeds that were driest. 

“ Ke sleeps. The maid in silence bends over tis 
face. She bids the waves te still, and the notsy 
poth of thei. whales be distant. And distant be 
yotr rustling cowese, ye minds of the mountain ; and 
soft be your glidin 9 ye stream foom the vate 
hinds. Quiet : ihvowgh the bosom of the moods te 
the notse of yoy torrents; and stlent through rustling 
leaves, be your steps ye dun-bounding roes, Let 
ay brother of love sleefr, for his eyes are heavy. 
Soft, Finan, on the dark rock be thy sleep, calm ss 4 
brother of lve be thy slumbers. 

“ But, ah me! his face ts pale ; @& t man, 
as the moon in ter gray matey cloud. Lhe 


2 countenance 
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countenance of my brother ts wntovely. Ferkaps Le 
stile dreams co the troubled deer ; or tis boom ts 
dark. It ts clouded as the face of children in thets 
unsettled zest, when their dreams are of the coming of 
wolves. Mothers of the tender soul, do yor then 
awake your children from their slumbers 2? Do You bid 
their slecp depart, and scatter, as mist on the gale, 
the fear of thete creams ? Ucs, yo do awake them: 
but J nill na awake my brother of lve till the 
morning come, for his strength is failed ; his sleep is 
heavy.—Dt the flies of night disturb thee Finan. 
How shall J keep them amay 2 Thy face mith mip 
ovn J nitt softly COVED ; but JT will not dispel hy 
slumber.—Ah ! _ my brother, thou aut cold. —Thote 
hast no breath—T hou art dead! my brother | O 
ay brother /—_—. : 


Her cries ascend on i, rock. I i es approach 
they 


Say 


they strike my etd, The sea grows, and she perceives 
tt not. She loads with her cries the nind. The 
beating on her while breast és loud ; the tonting of the 
grey doy is wild. yi, soul melts on the shore 
mith grief. Often it bade me wish tothe relief o 
zy child. Put the voice within me said, ¢ Mur i 
sh tou are old sip feeble; the days of thy cleaving the 
decfe are Over. 

“a Dhe gathering mave ifs my children from the 
wok: tt tofses them on tts breast to the shore. There 
dark rocks meet them nith their force, and the side 
of Lorma ts town. Hor blood tinge the wave: hee 
soul ts on the 2 same blast with Sinan. 

“ Sad a my childien have yot t loft YOUL father g 
the name o parent T will hear no more. TS stand on 
the ti cath, a blasted oak j; 20 move shall my branches 
| flourish. Autumn is on the plain. The trees ave 


bare 


Ge 5, 
bare on the -bronn heath. Steir leaves with the 


opring shall return ; but no green lea, of mine shale 
lift in the summer shower, its head. The race o 

ANova ts foiled, like the blue smoke of its halls nhen 
the beam of the oak ts decayed —Great is the cause 
of Murnos quef ; for one night hath seen him 
nithout a child. TF, fis tomb O Finan is here ; and 
here hy gquave, O Loma —— 

She sont of the aged was sad. The burst of 
his grief still arose: we remain silent tn our jolace , 
bike ghosts when the winds are calm ; Like a stream o 
tCe, when tt sleops between two banks of SOM, and 
shews to the pate moon tt glutering beard. 

—But who comes , mandering, mild on the 
mountains, Like the roe that hath lost his com/panton 
among the moody gtzeams. His yellow hate wanders 
on the dark breath of minds. Unequal are his stefis. 


Frequent 


(ed 


Frequent the burst of his grief 4 the sigh of his breast 
ts mournful. St is like the voice of a blast in a 
cave, when the MAWES , be fore tt, tof’ themselves in a@ 
Sto7m. ee Vran the bender of he bon ; the love 
of thy youth, O Lorma ! He had come to Dunalva 
tn the nigh of storms: but the halls were silent and 
dark. Divo blue stars had wsed to shine there. Put 
Row he saw them mot; set mere the eyes of Lorma. 

4a Loma, where dost tho rest 2 My love where 
a2e thy stumbers 2 Has the ny ht seized thee in the 
lonely chace ; has davk nef & hid ‘hy He in the desart ? 
Dates ai the ton, where dost thot vest? O that 
x re thy place ; then ga TS haste to find thee ! 
Dost thou sleep at the fo Z of a quay zack ; ts thy bed of 
mofs on the bank of ae 2 ay me. | if tt ts, the 
breasts of Mn y love nill be wet: thes vey will be wet, and 
th ve night ¢ is cold—TSt ts cold: but preaceful be thy 


Vest 


Ge By 


vest, dweller of the soul of Cran } let thy dreams of 
me be lovely. — | 
—— ee her not, yea hirits Gf the night On 
your bla StS vee: le not her hao Ye winds, blow not 
aay that Paes on the ly ae of my love. — Ny love és 


balan tee mee of storms ° ; for the dou. yh bts of hex 
soul tn the ease of vest is ULran =U Lie smth, 


by Y het, ye streams of the valler ey of Z0es : ahife gubetly 
e dun SONS O the mountatn , through your bush. 
Cagles of the hill o of hinds, let the rustling o of your 
wings, tN the desat, . be distant. See that ye 
disturb net. the dreams of my lovee ; that 1 ye awake not 
the slumbers of Lorma. Heep On, O Loma . let 
not the MUL MUL O the Siveam, nor the rustling O the 
storm tn trees, af fright thee. Heep on ; nith the 
morning T will come and awake thee. FT will awake 


thee ) but my VOLCE mill be 50 fe It will rise tn thy 


EAZ 


bt D 
ear like the hum of ihe mountain tee, when te 
travels on the ming of the breeze at a distance. 
The voice is trast at times: the brown son of the wing 
| as drinking the dew of vOses, where they guow on 
their secret banks—Heep on, O Lorma 5 and ¢ 
the slumber of night descends on the soul of Vran 
vise thou tn. the dream of his rest, and let the look 
of thy eye be lovely. He vested on the mofiy bank. 
Seep half descended on his soul. Lhe murmur of 
Alva in his ear mwas lofs. The moon still troked 
through the windows of his vest j—tbefore him tice 
arose the sighing Loma. che was the a white cloud 
before the moon, when her light ts dim, and her 
countenance sad. Cran knew the ghost of his love: 
He wandered, mournful, wild on th: heath. The 
voice of ONburno reached his ear: he fercetved two 
yeeen mounds of cath. He deofrped his bom. He 

erg 


ple 
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felt. Put why showld J tell the grief of ran 2 
Silence mas long on the hill. The bard of Mawen, 
at length, took the tarr—We leaned formard our 


breasts upon “ts sound, and listened as he SUNG with 


the voice of grief. 


Finan and Lormas 


The 


i + ay 


dhe BROTVYER S. 


J -Thowno, that risest midst ridgy seas | W hy ts 
thy head so gloomy, in the oceans mist? From thy 
vales Come foth a wace, cartefs as thy strong-winged 
eagles . the race of Coligorm of tron shields, dwellers 
of Loda's hall. 

In Tormuths resounding isle, arose Lundthan, 
stvcamy hile. St bent is moody head high Over & 
silent vale. There at foamy Guruth s SOuUrCE, dwelt 
FR ULM, hunter of boa! His daughter meus fair as 


: 2 
a sun-beam, white-Losomed Stzina-dona. 


Meany a hing of heroes, and hero of tron shields . 
many a youth of heavy locks came to Rumar's echoing 
hall. Sy hey came to woothe maid, the stately huntre S 


J 2 | of 


‘Gi, 
of Tormuth wild : but thou tookest carelefs from thy 
steis, high-bosomed Strina-dona ! 

tly if on the teath she moved, her breast was 
whiter than the down of Cana ; of on the sea beat 
shove, than the foam of the rolling ocean. Hor 
C1 yes qete tO StaAzS O “i. Mh Her ace WAS heavens 
bow in showers. Ser dark hair flowed vound tt, 
bike the StLeAming clouds, thou mert the dweller of 
souls, white-handed Hrina-dona. 

Colgorm came tn Hts shi ip, and Corcurl- ae F 
hing of shells. The Purothers came from FS by LOU, 
to woo the sunbeam of Tormuth wild. She Saw 
them in theie echoin 4 steel. Her soul was fered on 
bbce-cy “ye Col OFM. VUllochlin's n ightly ey eye looked 
tn, and saw hs to Seng arms of Strina-dona. 

—Wrat) iful the broth: rs frowned. TDhets 
flaning eyes, in stlence » met. 4 hey turned andy. 


(0 ) 


They stouck their shields. Their hands were 
txembling on theio swords. Shey rushed into the 
strife of heroes 5; for , long-haired Htrina-dona. 

Corcul Luran fell in blood. On his iste, raged 
the strength of his fotker. He turned Calyorm ‘ 
from JT horno, to wander on all the winds. In 
Grathmo-craulo's rocky field, he dwelt by a foreign 
SEV EANL Nor darkened the hing alone, (hat beam of 
light WAS Nettr, the daughter of echoing Tormuth, 


white-armed Hrina-dond. 


Catblodas 


Vinvelte 


ee .. 


DIRVELA ad SPITRIC. 


Dinvela. 


Ny love és of the hill. + Fle prursues the fying 
deer: hts guey dogs are panting around him 5 his 
bomstring sounds in the wind. Dost thow rest by 
the fount of the rock, ov by ihe notse of the mountain 
stveam ? The wishes are nodding to the nind, the 
“gst fues oerthe till. JT mill approach my love 
unseen 5 T will behold him from the vock. Lovely Ws 
saw thee fost by the aged otk of Branno : thou wert 
returning tall foom the chace ; the fodrest among 
thy friends. 


Spiltic. 
W kat voice ts that F hear? that voice ChE the 


Su mnLe’ 
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summer mind! TF sit not by the nodding rushes ; aie 
hear not the fount of the rock, Afar, Vinvela, afar 
eA go to the wars of Fingal. My doys attend me 
no more. No more J tread the hil, No moe 
from on high T see thee 2 (or MOUUN | by the stream of 
the plain ; bright as the tow of heaven as the moon 
on the Western wave, 
Dinvtela. 

Dhen thou art gone, O Shitric! F am atone on the 
hill! the deer are seen on the brom ; void of fear they 
graze along. No more they dread the wind ; 0 more 
the rustling tree. She hunter ts fae removed ; he ts 
£70 the field of Graves. Strangers 2? sons of the waves | 
Spare my lovely Shilric | 

Opjilric, 
J; ‘ fall T must in the fold, ruse high my grave, 


Vinvela. 


{ 


Vinvela. Grey stones and heaped tf canth, shall 
mark me to future times. When the hunter shall 
git by the mound, and produce his food at noon, 
“( some warrior rests here, ” he will say ; and my 
fame shall live tn his praise. Remember me Vinvela, 
when tow on earth I bie, 


Dinvtela, 


Z 2s | T nill remember thee ; alas | my Shilric 
mill fall | what shall J do, my Lie When thow 
ant for ever gone a hrowgh these hills JI mill qo at 
noon: J nill go through the silent heath. There T 
mill see the place 0 thy rest, veturning rom the 
chace. Alas ! my Shitric mill fel , but J nill 
remember Shilric— 

—And I remember the chief said the ding 
of woody Ncrven : te consumed the tattle in his 


a a 
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rage. Dut now my eyes bchobt hwy ipibe FS mag 
him, one day, on the hill his cheek mas pate ; his 
brow mas dark. The sigh Was frequent in his 
breast: hes steps mere towards the desart. Put 
now he ts not in the croud of my chiefs, nhen the 
sound of my shields arise. Dmells he in the narrow 
thowse, the chief of tty fi hh Cormera: 2 
Cronnan, said Ulin of other times, raise the 
ng of Sheitréc ; | when he returned to tis hills, and 
Title was no more. Ae teaned on her guy 
mos iy 3 stone ; he thowght Vinvela twed. He saw 
her fate moving on the plain: but the bright fom 
lasted not: the sun-beam fled from the field, and 
she was Seen NO more. Hear the song of Shilsic ; 
tt 3 soft but sad /— A 
T sit by the mofiy : fountain j on the vo o the 
hill of winds. One e20e tS vestling above me. 
Tea Dak 


iy 


Dark maves zoll over the heath he topes troubled 
below. The deer descend from the tit.—NNo 
hunter at a distance ts seen. St t3 mid-day. but 
all is silent. Sad are my thoughts alone. Didst 
thou but appear, O mY lwe, a wanderer on ‘the 
heath !| Thy hat floating on the wind tehind thee: 
hy bosom heaving on the sight : thine eyes fol of Zears 
jor thy friends, whom the must of ihe hill had 
concealed! Thee , TF mould comfort my love » and bring 
thee to thy fathers rouse ! 

But is it she that there appears, like a beam of 
light on the heath | bright as the moon in autumn, 
as the Sun th a summer storm »  Ccomest thou, O 
maid, over rocks, over mountains, to me? he 
speaks ; but how weak her voice! like the breeze tn 
the zeeds of the lake. 


“« Reeturnest thou safe from the war? W here ane 
hy 


Feel 


thy felends, my love? JI keard and mourned thee, 
Shits tric | eS, tay fat, T LetUrn ; but J atone of 
ad race. Thou shalt see the “eit nO more: TDhetr 
raves J raised on the plai ain. Put why art thou 
Ot the deseut hile ? W hy on the heath alone. = 
AMNlone J am, O Shae! alone in the wentet 
Howse. With grief, fo thee J pel Shilpi LC, T am 
pate in the tomb. She fleets, she sails away; as 
mist before the wind! © and, wilt thou not stay, 
Vinvela 2? diay and behold my tears | fate thow 
Afipearest, Vinvela, fate thow wast, when alive! 
Pr Vi the mofiy fountain SF will st ; on the Zof of 
the hill of minds. W hen mid-day Yy is silent around, 
O talk with § me Vinvela! come on the light- -winged 
gale. ! on the breeze of the desart come! let me hear thy 
volce, as thou prafsest, when mid-day is silent around! 


 Carricethnra. 
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DEATHYD of CULALTR. 


Graceful on the tills was Culalin F the maid of 
Yhe hand of snow. Ser dark hatr rose on the mind 
the the raven's Wtny. The heaving of her nhite 
by "east WAS AS the downy bosom of the Swan, when the 
soft waves meet tt tn gf danefs. The beauty of each 
virgin vanished when the be date ghter of Sonner appeared. 
Graceful was the mother of my Sons; and gladnefs 
shone in me Y hall when her soft wotce foined th the harp. 

Guigan, the dasght fev of Ainer, had tasted my 
secret embrace before I saw Culalin, and she turned 
the red eye of envy on the pride of women. dhe came 
to Culalin 12 the SEASON of her solitude, and spoke the 
words of decett. 

Reasant are the smiles of the mid-day steM, 

Culalin ! 


(. @oe 


Culalin! cool the shade beneath the birchen boughs. 
The hunters are distant far. The sea has borne her 
waves to other lands, and loft our vocks to vaise their 
dark heads before ihe hindly treeze. Come } dasghier 
of Tonner, and taste the sweets of 2001. So A 

They wandered through the forest. A. tall vock 
gvithin the verge of oceans ted, affords a grateful 
shade. Heep shut the eyes of Culatin. Guigan 
fulet her long hair with thongs, and fixed them to 
the cliffty rock. Her hands of snow are bound: 
her fect are tied to a stone. The maid of the 

loomy soul saw the COMING of the flood. She 
vepotced tn the blacknef's of her deeds, and fred. 

Ocean came with all his tumbling WAVES , Culatin 
startled at the sound.—W ere art thou my ztend 2 
Save Me, Guigan, fiom the hostile flood.— 

The rocks answered tn juty to her groans ; sighs 


fred 


Gy, 


afi ued fron each hollow cave. Put soon shall ye 
cease to mourn yor Tey tove, Be OOMS © the rock | 
Another wave, and nfs lies peaceful beneath the 
stream. The retiring flood shall leave her as food 
Or the FAVENOUS children 0 the Sea. 

Th ve strength 0 of thy thy brother $ ari, Guigan, though 
he was m1 zy Le my bye friend, was no shield to 
thee. Alas! the her fell before my sword, He 
who saved my life in battle, died by oy my th hand. Thou 
also slecpest near tin, cruel mata, and thy ghost 
often fronns on mein the season 0 dreams. 

Dut thot, Culalin “ of the raven tocks | pleasant 
art thot tn thy lovelinefs tee thou. smttest on the couch 
of thy stumbers. No surly looks are thine. No 
toaveller shuns thi ty dmellin 4 bid the season of noon. 
Often didst thou vaise th Yy shrill! voice on thy rocks, and 
warn the martner of the coming storm. He fears 


the 


( 


the unerring sound, and retires within the peacefil 
bosom of the creck. In safety he views the conflict 
of the WAVES, and blefses the friendl sound o of hy 
rocks, tho. match er of the nigh uly storms | 

Thus have J stain ms yy friend, Moralt ; yee my 
spear rlses ith steccefs. against the fer: ler lovely 
rise but Zo fel: the mighty gather SLTENG gh but Zo sink. 

—Silent and gloomy sat. the listening host. 
oe iyhs broke forth at the close us the tale of woe. She 
ovest ceased to wave tts dark he ead : th é short-li mbed 
heath stood stil. Clouds were fred in. the free of 
heaven. No rocks contended niih the blast. Peace 
WAS proclaimed among the ve jetable race ; for ihe 
nind ceased to. trtvel. 


Morduthe 


Comat 
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COMAL ad GCALBINA 


Comal was a son of Min the chief of an 
hundred hills | [ihr loan peme of a thousand steams. 
A. thousand vocks replicd to the voice of his dogs. 
Kis fece mas the mildn o/' of youth. His hand, 
the death of heroes. One was his love, and fair was 
she! the dasghter of mightypConloch- She appeared 
bike a sun-boam among women. ef dogs WELE 
caught to the chice. Se bomstring sounded on the 
winds. Sex sont was freed on Comat. Often 
met thet eyes of love. Their Course tn the chace 
WAS ONC. Happy mere their words tm secret. Dut 
Gu 770 at loved the matd, the dark chief of gloomy 
 Ardven. He watched her lone Steps on the heath ; 
the jo of wnhappry Comat, 

—One 


[ wy 

Ona day, tired of the chace , when the mist 
had concealed their friends, Comal and the daughter 
of Conloch met, tn the cave of Ronan. St was the 
wonted haunt of Comat. Lhe sides mere hung mith 
his aams, A hundred shields of thongs were there : 
a tundred helms of sounding stecl. “ Rest here,’ he 
said my love Gulbina: thot light of | the cave of 
Ronan! a deer appears on Nboras bron. FJ 90; 
but T will soon retuen. «FT Ct, she satd, “ dark - 
Goumat my foe : he haunts the cave of Ronan! F 
will rest among the arms ‘ but soon return my fove |” 

He went to the deer of Noora. The daughter 
of Conloch would iy his love. he cloathed her fur 
sides with his QUMour ; she strode from the cave of 
Fonan! te thought it mas his fo His heart 
beat high His colour changed, and darknefs 


dimmed his cyes. He drew the tom. The arrow 
2 fon 
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fen: Galbina fell in blood! he van with mildnefs 
in his steps : he called the daughter of Contech. No 
ansner in the lonely rock. Where art thot, O 711 
lve? He saw, at length, her heaving heart, beating 
around the arrow he threw. “OO Conlck's daughter, | 
és it thou? fe sunk ufion her breast! The hunters 
found the thaplefs poate ; he aftemards walked the 
hile. But many and silent mere his steps around the 
dark dwelling of his lve. - She fleet of the ocean 
came. He fought! ; the strangers fled. He searched 
fo death along the field. But who could slay the 
mighty Comal! he threw anay his dark-brown shield. 
An arrow found his manty breast. He stechs with 
his loved Galbina , at the noise of the sounding stage / 
Theiz green tombs ave Seen by the martner, when he 
bounds on the waves of the north. 


Fingak 


Fainasollis 


FAPRASOTLAY S. 


“Oscar! TFT was youny bike thee, when lovely 
Fainasollis came: that sun-beam ; that mild light of 
lwe! Lhe daughter of Graca's hing I ST then returned 

rom Cona's heath, and few were tn mip train. A. 
nhite-sailed boat appeared afaa off ; me saw tt Dien 
mist, that rode on oceans wind. It soon ap iprroached 
We saw the fair. Hor white breast heaved with sigh Se 
Dhe wind was in her dark hair: ter rosy check tad 
gears.  * Dareght er Oo beauty,” calm J satd, what 
sis L ts tn thy breast 2 Can o young as J am defend 
thee } daughter of the sea? My smod ts not 
unmatched in mar, but dawnt lofs i is my heart, 

“To thee J fly,’ nith $ tighs she said, “ O prince 


of mut ighty men | To th pee ST ff 4 chief of the Generous . 
shells, 


(<a) 
shells, supporter of the feeble hand | She king of 


Caca's echoing iste owned me the sun-beam of his 
zace.  Cromala's halls have heard the sighs of love : 
fe wnkaprp Y Fainasot’s! Fora's chief beheld me 
far : he loved the datghter of Gaca. His sword 
is a beam of light upon the warriors side, Lut 
dark is his brow i 


shin hin , On the zoning SED ; but Sends chtef 


and ‘tempests are tn bis sont. FT 


pues: au 

“ Rest thou, ys og said, “ be hind ae shield ; zest 
tn peace, thu beam of light | The gloomy chief of 
dora will M fly, if Sing yal's arm ts like his soul. In 
some tone cave J mt ht conceat thee, daughter 0 the 
seal Gut Fingal never flies. W here the danges 
th: weatens, oh repoice in the storm o spears. TJ saw - 
the tears tufuon her check. T pitied Craca's for. Now, 
bike a ducadful Wwe afaz, appeared the ship of 


Leg 
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stormy Borba. His masts high-bended over the 
Seu, dediiel their sheets of SNOW. White roll the 
waves on either stde. Lhe Stren: th o ocean sounds. 
“« Come thot,” Tk said, “ trom the voir o ocean, thot 
rider of « he stom! Purtake of the for nithin my 
hall. St ts the th LOUSE of strangers. 

The maid stood trembling by mip side. He drew 
the bow. che fell ae Unerring ts ihy hand, vl 
said, “ but feeble meas. the foc ! We fought, M02 
weak the strife of death! He sunk beneath n iy S000. 
We laid them in two tombs of stone ; the h. hraprlefs Ss lovers 
of yor uth | Such have 34 been tn sa youth, O Oscar ; 
be thou like the age Of St Fingal, fos seazch ve 


for batile : ; or shun tL aS} nv tt comes.— 


F; ing ale 


Ait 


(Ge) 


ADDRESS fo thee MOOR. 


Daugh fen of heaven nic art thon! the silence 
it ty face ts pleasant | | thou comest forth i tn thy lvelinefs. 
The stars atiend thy ble course in th 16 eS. The 
clods rejoice tn dy jrresence, O moon: they brighten 
thew dark-brown. sides: Who tolghe thee én heaven, 
li; ght of th the silent nts ht? the stars are ashamed in th Ly 
ee They Lut amy thet sparkling eyes. 
W hither dost Dp vetire from ify when the 


hy course, 

davkneps of thy COUNTENANCE gros : ? hast be thy halt 
bike Ofsian : 2 dwellost thou in the shadom of que 2 
have ty Ststers fallen from heaven 2 ave they who 
rejoiced mith the ce, at night, z, no mow? Vses! thes bey 
are iowa: fate « light! and tho dost often vetire to 


moulin. ie v0, thyself shalt fei, one night ; 
and. 
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and teave thy blue path in heaven. Dh e stars will 
then ti if their heads: th: ey, who were ashamed in thy 
presence, will rejotce. Tk howe art now clothed with 
thy brightnefs. SL cok feom thy gues tit the VE sky. 
Burst the cloud, O wind, that the daughter of 
night may look forth ; that the shaggy mountains 
mity brighten, and the ocean roll its nhite waves 
tn ti (ght. — 


Darthulae 


ANhin 22) 
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 olbcina pel in Palelutha } fo TS have seen her 
gost. we knew her as she came ihrolgte the dusky 
night, along the mutrmir of Lora: she was like the 
new moon, seen throwsh the gathered mist: when 
the sky pours down tts flaky ree » and the morld ts 
silent and dark.” 
 Siatse ye bards, said the mighty Fingal, 
the e pratse of unh Lerfopu Y NGoina. Call ter ghost, 
with your songs, to our bills s ; that she muity Zest 
mith the fair 0 Ab Voowen, the sunbeams other 
days, the delights of hewoes of old. J: have SCEn the 
walls of DLallutha, but they were desolate. The 
fire ad resounded inthe halls: and the voice of the 
freople is heard no more. The stream of Chitha was 


removed 
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removed from tts julace, by the fall of the malls The 
thistle shook, th: ere tts lonely he ead: the é mofs whistled 
to the wind, the fox looked out from the windows, 
the rank quays of the wall waved round its head. 
Desolate ts the dwelling of Wocina, silence is tn 
the house of her fathers. Raise the song of MOU NLNG, 
O bards, over the tand of strangers. They have 
but faticn before Us: for one day we mttest fall. Why 
dost thou build the hall, Son of the winged dat ys ? 
Dhow lookest from thy towers to day; ; yet a fer yeas, 
and the blast of the desavt comes; tt howls in 7 

empty court, and whistles round A ry th half-worn shield ! 
and tet the. blast of the desaxt come: me shall be 
venowned tn our day | the mark o 7 my arm shall be 
tn battle ; j my name in the son bards. Raise 


the song ; send round the shell : oe Vig 4 be heard in 
my hall 


Carthon. 
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LAWERIATIOR of MIRGALH. 


The Sprouse of Dargo came tn tears: for Dargo 
was no more! The heres sigh over Lauhe's Chief : 
and what shall sad Mingala do? The dark soul 
vanished like MOVING mst before the hing of Speirs ? 
but the generous glowed in his furesence like the 
MOrnLNg star. 

W ho was the fatrest and most lovely 2 Who but 
Cllath s stately son? Who sat in the midst of the 
IESE, but Dargo of the mighty deeds ? 

Shy hand touched the teembling harpe: thy volce 
was soft as summer-winds. Ah me! what shall 
the heroes say 2 for Dargo fell b fore a UVOaT. Tule 
is the lovely cheek ; ihe took of which was fon in 


danzer | 
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danger ! why hast thow foiled on our Hilts, thot 
ater than the beams of the sun 2 

The daughter of Adonfrin WAS lovely in the eyes 

the valiant : she was lovely in their eyes, but she 
chose to be the Sfrotese of Dango: 

Dut thow art alone, Mingala ! the night ts 
coming with its clouds ; where 1s the bed of thy 
repose? where but in the tomb of Dargo? 

W ty dost thou lift the stone O bard !| mhy dost 
thou shut the nA2tOW howse 2? Mingalas “pie We heavy, 
bard! she must sleep with Dango. 

Last night T heard the song of fo tn Lathes 
lofty hall. Put silence dwells around my bed—— 
Mingala vests with Dargo— 


Darga 


ob 2 ‘Death 
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DEATH of DAR-CHUT A. 


Dar-thula stood in silent grle f 1 No tear is in her 
eye, but her took is wiley sad. Fale was her check. 
Her trembling lips broke shot an hal} formed wort. 
Her dak hatr fer on the mind. The gloomy 
Cairbar came pee where ts thy lover now? The 
car-bowne chief of Ciha? hast thow beheld the halls of 
Vsnath? or the dark-bronn hills of Fingal 2 Moy 
battle mould have roared on Aborven, had not the 
minds met Dar-thila. Fingal himself mould have 
been low, and sozrow dwelling in Selma!” Kor 
shield fel from Darthulas am. Ker treast of 
Snow appeared. Ie appeared ; but it mas stained 
with blood, An anow was fixed in her side. She 


fll 
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fell on her fallen lover like a wreath of snow | Her 
hair spreads mildly on tts face. Their bleod és 
mang avound | 

“ Daughter of Cha &, thaw tne dat eae 
Cuirbar's hundred bards. “ Silence és at.the blue 
streams of Selma. Truthil’s race : have failed, 
VW hen wilt thow rise in thy beauty F flost of Crin’s 
maths ? Thy sleeh t5 long in the tomb. The 
morning distant far. She StL shall mot come to thy 
bed and say, “ awake Dar-thela | awake thou frost 
of women! Lhe wind of spring ts abroad! the flowers 
shake their heads on the queen hills. The moods wave 
thers guoning leaves. retire, O sun, the daughter 
of Colla és aslech. She mile not come fouk in her 
beauty. She will not move in the stepus of her lovelinefs.” 


Fingal. 


The 


Os i, 


The Lamentation of FYRSAL over GAUL. 


VW ho can tell the sadarfs of Nbowen's teres? 
They come tn silence , each from his own avinding vate ; 
atonty moving, like the shadow of mist on the bromn 
nushy lain, when the mind is scarce amake on the 
hill, They See the bulwark of the tatile low ; and 
thelr bursting teazs,, bike the ooze of rocks ; descend. 
Sin ae leaned to the blasted pine, that WAS 
overturned at the head of Gaul. His gray locks, 
as he bends, he balf hide his tears ; but in his white 
dad iney meet the whist: — wind.—— 

nd art thor falte n, at length he said: “ant 

oh fale first of yp heroes \ Shall oe hear thy 
voice no more tn my halls, nor the sound of hy 
shield tn my battles? Shall hy sword no more lighten 
the 
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the dark path of my danger ; nor thy spear scatter 
hole hosts of my enemies? Shall thy dark ship zide 
oo more the storm, white thy joyful zomers por before 
them ithe SONG on the wary mountains? hall the 
children of ONborven no more amake my soul from tts 
thought as they Coy, ‘behold the shipe of Gaul I 
Shall the harps of Vi2gins and the voice of bards, 20 
more be heard when thow art coming?—T see not 
the ved-streams of thy banners on the heath : the 
tread.of thy foot ts not there ) tor the Sound of thy 
wnmifsing arrow. She bounding of thy dogs is not 
on the hill; they mour 7? fully hon in the door of thy 
empty house. The deer yrazes on the plain before 
them: but they meef on ;. th y do not heed him ; for 
they see not Gaul returnin p-— Mas ! sons of the 
chace ‘ the day of his return 65 past. Hes glad 
woice shall call yor no move, in the morning, to 


dg } 
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fuewue the stapes of roes thro ocky mountans.——Sev 
fogape ® of the chace, he rests; nor can even the 
sound of Mk oorven $ shiele Z, O ih awake thee | 

re Sirens th of the WATTlOr , what at thow ? To 
ay, i Lee: battle, a cloud of dust, before 
thee Same the dead strem thy path, as the withered 
leaves mark the COUTSE of a yhost of night.—To 
MLOLLOM? the short. dream of thy valour ts over * the 
Lerrov of thousands is vanished. The beetle ) On Ais 
dusky Wing, hums the song of tolmpuhe over the might 
and unmolested of “nds him.— 

“uf hy Son of the feeble, didst thow wish for the 
sirenyi fy of i he chief of cdtrumon, when thot didst 
bbl him brightening in the course of his steel, as 
brightens a pillar of ice in the midst of sun-beams ? 
didst. thoi not know that the strength of the mazvior 
SOON foils, as melis in the beam that ice which thow 


hast 
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hast been viewing : aa £2 date ts shh out ; like the bright 
cloid that « glitters to the nay of the cLening. OK 
hiinter gees tt fe ome ts rock, aS he hies 20m home, 
and admires the rainbow fom of tS beauty. Put 
a few moments, on thety eagle penis, paps i the sun 
shuts his eye of light ; the blast whirls that way his 
rustling course, anda We mist ts all that remains 
of the gay form. Ea Fe a O Gaul | that now 
Femains of thee-—Put the Ly memory chief o Fin als 
Heroes, Gh ale remati, no cloud of muse, that shall pas 
amay, on tts omn gay mist ts thy ) ame. 

Raise , Ye bards his tomb ; mith that of the sum 
beam of his love , Cvirchoma—This gray stone shall 
mark to the traveller the place of his #e ; and that 
tall oak shall shade it from the noon da ay heat. 
The poafsing breeze shall bid tts bough 5 be early 5 green, 
and long frresewe thetr beauty, Sis Biss shill 


ik: shoot 
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shoot out their head, through the flower of the Gring, 
while adher trees are still bare , and the heath around 
them blasted. Lhe birds of summer, ron their 
distant land, shale frost porch on Strumon's oak 
foom afar they shall behold tts qrecn beauty. The 
ghost of Gaul mili. hear, in his cloud, their SONG 5 
and the virgins of the race to come mill pratse Crirchoma. 
Oe memory of you tn, while these monuments zeman, 
shall travel thro future years together. Then nhen 
thot, O stone, shalt coumble into dust ; and thou O 
tree, moulder nith age amay ; when thott, mighty 
stream, shalt cease to run, and the mountain-spring 
shall, no more supply hy COUTSE 5 when youl songs, 
O bards, in the dark flood of time shall be lost i wad 
the memory of yourselves : nith these you Sung, im tts 


vast curient be swept ME, and joge-— 


ee. 


DENHTY of DERWMYD. 


Dermid fol like a tall pene on the heath, how 
quick the colour forsakes his cheek.—Jt was red as 
the fruit that bends the mountain tree ; but now ts 
gunn pate as the withered grafs. Yy dak cloud 
spre. ids over his cot ntenance, as thick mists that 
weil, th: Le. face of lth ve wintery Sun, mhen the evening 
COMES ve ore tts time.—— 

“The shades of 1 night gather on m Y CES. T feel 
the Au of my strens th. She tide ee floned tn 
my he Wee has ebbed VAY. “ hes nd te TF zeman, a& 
cold. LNMOUNG rock—Thou shalt know tt, Guaina, 
and be sad ; ah! the pain of death ts to prart wiih 
my love. me) ut the shades of the ni ight ~ are gatheri tng 


over my gohan. Loe bie: 4 sle cep; his eyes ave a 
$ 
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Who shall tell it to Graina 2 But she ts nigh. 
She leans beneath the shade of @ t2ee. She hears the 
WLOANS of her love : they awake ter slumbering soul. 
Hark! she frours hex faint Song on the calm breath 
of the breeze. hee! her blod and her tears wander 
on ter white breasts, like dark steeams on the 
mountains of sno. 

ee oAby love ts follen it jolace me in his bed of 
earth, at the fow of that zock, which lifts thvoughe 
aged tzees tts (vy head. The sheeted stream, mith 
miermeieng gue, shall throm tts waters over our tomb Ag 
but O! let it not wet the dark-brown haz of my love. 
Lhe stream still murmurs by ; some day its course mee 
ovash anay the mound, The hunter, as whistling he 
goes cavelefs by, mile frercetve the bow of Dermid, and 
sey, Shis is Dermid's grave. His Sfrouse purhaps 
meLy be with tim. Near the tow she nill observe 

this 
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his arrow in my breast ; and Say as she mipes her eye, 
«Seve was Graina laid beside her love.—obousin 
they MOVE silently along . thete thoughts are of the 
WALLOW house. Shey look On each other, through 
glistening eyes. © Dhe fondest lovers, Say they, 
“must prude at last. 

“ Dut stop hunters of the mountain , and yive the 
mighty his frvatse. No mean hunter of a little vale 
was he , “whom yout have poofsed 50 carelefs by —His 

ame wus great among the heroes of Morven ; his avm 
mas strong tn their battles: and m iy should J speak 
of his beauty shall his comelinefs vematn with tim 
in the tomb!—His treast was as the down of the 
mountains, Ov the snow on the tree of the vate - nhen 
tt maves its head in the sun.—Ried was the cheek, 
and blue the eye, of my bone he the grafs of 
the rock, slow-bending in the breeze » were his brows ; 
. and 


(ay 
and sweeter than the music of harps, ov the songs of 
of the queues, was thy voice to vir pines ‘ O Demid ! 
Lut the misic o ihy voice ts ceased, and my spurts 
ie ne monde. Cheapo” Uaereuaden of my grief ts 
heavy: the songs of OAbCowen's bards cannot remove tt. 
St mill not lsten to all the larks that soar tn the lonty 
vale ; when the deny plains rejotce in the MOK LNG 
Siem of Summer.— Put mhat hath Craina to do with 
the sun of the mornin D5 mhat hee Dermid to do 
mith summer? when shall the sun rise in the tomb? 
nhen shall it be summer in the pave, oe morning in the 
narnow house? Never shall that MOF ning shine , that 


shall dispel Our slumber, O Dermid. 


Dermid, 


ding 
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SONG of MALDVIARP HA. 


“St was the votre of my love | seldom art thou , 
the dreams of Malvina / open your airy halls, O 
athers of Soscar of shields! tunfold the gates of your 
ite : . stops , Nbalvina E: va rah 
heard & voice tn my diam. FT feel the {littering of 
my soul, ~ Why didst thow come, O blast , from the 
dark-rolling face of the take ? thy vuestling ning WAS 
tn the tree : the dream of Nbilvina fed. But 
she beheld her love ‘ when his robe of mist fi cw on the 
wind. A sun-beam was on his skins, they glittered 
like the gold of ihe stun Yiae Jt was the voice of my 
love! seldom comes he to my dreams |” 
( Dut thou dwvellest in the soul o Malvina, Son 
of mighty Ofsian ! by sighs arise withthe beam f | 
the 
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the east j my tears descend with the drops of night. 
J was a tone tree, tn thy presence, Oscaz, mith all 
my branches round m0 y but thy death came tke a 
btast from the desatt, and laid my green head tom. 
The pring returned with its showers 5 Niza leaf of MULE 
ase! Ske virgins saw me silent in the tall : the 

touched, the hanpr of fy The tear was on the cheek 
of Woalvina: the virgins beheld me in mp grief. 
Why art thou sad, they said ; thow first of the maids 
of Sutha? W as he lovely as the beam of the 
MONG and stately tid thy sight 2 ‘ 


Cromas 


The 


i he 


C€ReIMOTR HA. 


Solofsed, said Crimeina , be the chief of Morwen, 
Yhe priend of the fecble in the day of their danger /—— 
Put what should Crimoina do in ter land ‘ where 
every rock and 4ill, every tree and murmuring brook, 
would amake her slumbering soorom? the youths ovhome 
J scorned, whenrthey beheld me ; mould laugh, and say, 
where ts now thy Armor? where is now the youth of 
thy love ?— 

We brought Crimoina with us to our land. pe 
gave her fac hand to Dargo. But stilt, at times, 
she mas sad ; the secret streams, as they prafsed, heard 
on thetr banks her sighs — Crimoina, thy day , endeed, 
mas short. The stuings of the hanpr ae wet, white 
the bard rep CALS thy tale. 

One 


Ce Y 


One day as we fuvrsued the deer on ONbowen's 
darkly heath, the ships of Lochlin appeared ON Out 
seas, nith all their white sails , and nodding masts. 
We thought tt might be to demand Crimoina. lays 
mill not fytt, said Connas of the title sou, < ull ve 
first know if that stoanger loves our vace. Letus 
pursue the boar, and dye the robe of Dargo with 
his blood. Then tet us carry the body of her 
husband home » and see how she will mourn for 

We heard in an evil hour the advice of Connas: 
me pursued the foaming boar, and brought him 
Low in the echoing woods. Two held tim in all 
his foam , while Connas fuerced him through with 
the spear.—— 

Dargo lay down, and we sprinkled him over 
ovith the blood: we bore Am on our spears to 
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Gimoina ; and sung, as me ment along, the son of 
death.  Connas ran before ws mith the shin of the 
boar. TS slew him, he said, mith my steel p but 
first his deadly tush had jucrced thy Dargo. Sor the 
spear of the chief was broke, and the toose rock had 
failed below him. . 

Cimoina heard the tale of the tomb. She saw 
her Dargo brought home as dead. ilent and pate 
she stood, as thé pillar of ice that hangs » in the season 
of cold, from the brow of Moras rwek. At length 
she took her harp , and touched tt } soft , tM poratse of 
her love. Dargo mould vise ; but we forbad ‘till the 
song should cease ; for it was sweet as the voice of the 
wounded snan, when she sings anay her soul in 
death, and feels in her breast the fetal dart of the 
hunter. Her compantons lock, mournful, azound : 
they afswage her jun with . their Song, and bid the 

O 2 ghosts 
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ghosts of swans convey her soul to the ary | luke of 
the clouds. Sts place is above the mountains of 
oNborven. 

: ‘ Bend, ate said, fe from your clouds, ye 
fathers of Dargo ; bend and CaTTY him zo the place 
of our rest. And ye maids of Trenma's airy 
land, prrepace the bright zobe of mst foo my love. 
O Dargo, why have J toed, why nas I beloved so 
much ! Our souls were one ; oe hearts guew together, 
and how can JI survive nhen they aze now divided ? 
—///e mweze two flowers that qrew in the cleft of the 
rock j and eur deny heads, amidst sun-beams, 
smiled. The flowers weve 10 ; but their root was 
one. She virgins of Cona saw them, and tumed 
anay thetr foi ( they are lonely they said, but 
lovely ! The deer, tn his course, t:aned over them ; 
and the roe footore to crop them. Gut the nild 
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¢oar, velentlefs, came. Se tore ufo the one mith 
his deadly tusk. The other tends over tt his 
drooping head ; and the beauty of both, bike the dry 
herb before the Sun, tS decayed. by Moy SUL OM 
Mowen non is set, and the darknefs of death dwells 
azound me. Moy sun shone ; how bright ! in the 
morning ; tts beams it shed around me, tn alt tts 
smiling beauty. But eer evening tt ts set, to v5e 
no more: and leaves me tn one cold, eternal, night. 
Alas my Dargo / mhy ait thow So soon set 2 W hy 
tS thy warm heart so soon goon cold, and th 
tongue 0 MLS LC grown so mule / Shy hand which 
SO lately shook the spear tn the battles front, there ties 
stiff and cold: and thy foo ; this MOrnng the 


oremost tir the atal chace : theve bes. dead as the 


earth tt trod. ~ Lum afar, 0 ev seas, and hills, and 
dales ; Pi ey folowed ‘wll thes day my love ! thy 
S/S.» 
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steps. —TIn vain did mip father look fo my vetwrn ; 
tn vain did m y mother mourn m Yy absence. Seis 
eye mas often on the seas ; The rocks often head theto 
cry. But TFT have been deaf, O my parents, to 
for my the ough tS mere frxed on ae aes 


YOuUrT v otce * ) 


O that death would repeat on me his stooke! O that 
the wild boar had also ton Crimoina's breast ! Then 
should J mourn on ONborven no move, but /% (pully 
go mith m Y love on his cloud !| es night JT ste, opt 
on the heath by "y thy side; ts there not room this night, ¢ 
17 thy shroud ? Yes, beside thee J mill lay me 
ovith oe ee, pes nt} ght £00, F- will sleep, my 


don ; 
love, my Darg A) 

aha es as ring of tev voice: we heard 
the faint note dying on her hand we rvatsed Dargo 
from his place. BL ut it was too tate. Crimoina 
WAS NO moze. The harh dropped from her. hand. 


Ef 


( wee 


Kor soul she breathed out in the song. She fel 
beside her Dargo. 

He raised her tomb ; with Crimora yy ON the shove ; 
and hath prepared the gray stones for his on tn the 
Same pe Ue. 

ince then , tniceten summers have gladdened the 
plains ; and tnice ten ninters have covered with snow 
the woods. In all that time, the man of quiet hath 
lived in his cave, alone; and listens only to the song 
that issad. Often J sing to him in the calm Noon, 


when Crimoina bends down from hev flaky mst. 


Dargo. 


The 


ae 


The HRUYIRS of SELXLWA 


An ful is the silence u night. St Spreads tts 
mantle over the vale. She hunter sleeps on the 
heath. His quay dos 4 stretches his neck over his knee. 
In his dreams he prursites ihe sons of the mountain, 
and with joy hi vé half awakes. 

Heep On, and take thy zest, lights bounding SOM 
of the chace ; Ofsi ian will not Yisdturb thee. HMeepe 
Oily ye sons of toit ; the stars ave but vunning thet 
mid-way 7 COUDSE , and Of. Stan alone ts awake on the 
hills. TF bwe to wander alone, when allis dark and 
quiet. The gloom of night accouds with the sadnefs 
of mip seul ; mor can the morning SUN, mith all his 
beams . brin gy day 10 W1¢.—= 

Spare thy beams then peo dun! like the king of 

AMorven, 


( ws ) 


Mowwen, thou art too lavish of th af bounty. Dose 
thow not trom ihy light, like his, may one day foil 
Spare thy ry lamps which thou kindlest, by a thousands, 
‘tn thy ling hale above ; nik ten thou thys byself zetizest to 
thy repose, below the dehy gues of the west. W hy 
sho: ald thy lights fatl, and leave thee tn thy mournpue 
hi alts, alone as his friends have done to Ofsian: 2 Whey 
at ights vy beam, oh fowlelft thou waste them On bowen ; 
when the heroes have ceased to behold them: ; es, 
theve t5 no eye to admire their green sparkling beauty 2? 
Aboven, tom have thy ie failed | like tke 
beam of the oak in thy prataces, thes ‘Yy have decayed, and 
thetz place is the dwelling of darknefs. Thy 'y poataces 
the mselves, like those mho rejoiced nithin Lie are 
fallen on the heath, and the thick shadow of death 
surrounds them. Temora is fallen : Sura ts Wn 
heap é and Selma ws silent, The sound of their 
oi sheles 


Co 


shells ts long since past. The song of thet bards, and 
the voice of thelr harps ave over A queen mound 
earth, a mofs-clid stone lifting through it here and 
theve tts gay head, is all that prreserves thelr MLE MOL Ye 
Dhe mariner beholds, no more, their tall heads risin 
through clouds, as he bounds on the “deep ; nor the 
traveller as he comes from the desar. 
eA grope fo Selma. TF stumble on a ruin, 
without any fom is the heap. The heath and the 
rank gpafs gow about tts stones ‘ and the lonely thistle 
shakes here SRGeee the midnight breeze, tts head. J 
jel it heavy with the drops of night. The ont HMutters 
around my grey hairs: she awakes the roe from his 
bed of mofs. He tounds lightly , without eaz ; for 
he sees tt is but the aged Ofsian,— roe of Selma, 
thy neue, és not. tn the thought of the bard. Thou 
hast staited fom the bed where often slopit Fingal 
and 


(7 ) 


and Oscar, and Dost tho think Ofsian will stain it 
with his Spear 2 No; r0e of the bed of Fingal and 
Oscar, thy “death is not in the thought of the bard.— 
of only stretch my hand to the place mheve hung ad 
fathers shield : where tt hung, on high, from the roof 
of Selma. Put the blue-bending shell, of heaven, 
O Selma! is now thy only covering. J sech the 
broad shield among the ruins: my spear strikes 
against one of tts broken bofies. St is the bofs (nt 
which dvelt the voice of mar! its sound is still 
pleasant Zo my ear: it awakes the memory of the 
days that are fast ; as nhen the breath of winds 
kindles the decaying flame on the heath of hinds. 
an feel the heaving of my soul. St gos like the 
smelling of a flood ; but the burden of age prefses tt 
back: tire » ¥e thoughts of war ! —Y dark-brown 
years that are past, zetlre. Retire with your 


PS cle anging 


Oo vey 


clanging shields, and let the soul of the aged vest. 
Why should wer dwell, any more, tn mip thoughts, 
shen TJ have forgot Zo lift the spear 2 Yes the pear 
of Semoun ts now a stafy j mever more shall it strike 
the soun ding shield —— Dut it, does strike against a 
shield: tet me feel its shake.—Jt is tke the wasting 
m001, half-consumed with the rust o yeas. LY 
ovas ih Ly blue shicle Lynd Gaul fo ope hill of the 
companton of Ui "T Oscar ! — Put why ty this melling o of 
my soul ?-——Jon of my love ! thow hast received thy 
fame. — I will retire and give the mame of eo to 
the sony. — Harp of Selma, where art thoe? and 
where art thor ONoalvina? Lkow shalt hear with 
fy of the comfuanton of ch, “y Oscar. 


Gaul. 
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SORROWS of CHTPUTL 2 


A Long sata Cathula, “ may the sons of vy? Fingat 
vejotce in thetz pre, oe May thet vey brighten tit 
tts beams in the dark ages to come, and the bard sa: 

: én his Song, ‘He is of the 2ace of Fingal. —But 
to no son of mine shall my renown descend, a bright 
beam to shine around him. Contech, SON of m2 oy love ! 
that sad nis ight, which tore thy 7, mother and th: lyself at 
once from MY QI TES rises mith all its storm: y horrors 
tn my view, and mound afresh my soul. St rises 
before Me bike the Sea a Inistore tn thet night of 
storms. The rocks hear the notse of tts waves, and 
thes, ey shake bake, with all their moods. .The Suvtt of the 
mountain roars along the fe Me o stveaims ; cand the 


dwvel Nex of Sa rib fears His teembling wh my sink. 
— But 


(a) 


Dut grief stops the voice of Cathula. His soul is 
a stream that melts, when tender thoughts ave narm 
within —Set me hear the sad tale, O bard, ZONE 
thee. St anakes my grief ; but J love tt.” 

J hear the din of aims tn Scwoma. I tear, 
through its moods, the ecko of shields. J see the 
blaze of swords, gleaming to the moon. J see the 
spear of battle lifted. The re starts from his 
midnight rest, and Turlethan fears the danger.—— 
Put wh ry ait thew a ratd, 208 0 the mountain ? 
Why tremblest thot, Syaro, th thy halls | 2 Sora's 
hing ts stron, but the nind of the north ts awake. 
Lpon tts Cloudy ming Cit comes, like a vd 
angry gh ost of night ; when hunters tiemble on Htuca. 
The ranks of war are broken before him, as the mail 
of the spider before the blast. The mighty ave scattered 
in hes iresencee Sora with the clouds of night, 

hath 
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hath fled over the sea. Av hath disappeared as the 
path of his shi 1 on the dechr. —Syaro, hang wpe thy 
shield ; bring don th: iy hi: eazfe ; let. the dasghiers i 
tae rejotce. — 

J hear the votce ce of SONGS in Jcroma. J hear the 
echo of harps in its halls. Lhe snord of War tS 
sheathed. The shield is hung on the peaceful malt, 
a dark orb, like the inner moon; and the Sew of 
battle rests beside it. The we ts glad on tis rock. 
The virgins of Turle than look, with fo 4) over thetr 
window. She sun shines bright. No clouds ts 
on tts beams. Put the maids obsewe it not : their 
eye is on Cathula i moving in the light of his steet: 
they blefs that beam of brightnefs ) from mhose 
uresence the davknef of thetr danger retired. 
te Awake, Our VOICE, thes hey Say, “amake our oe 


fet our sony be Carte: thre S king |” 
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But NiO COMES forth to meet the chief 3B Hor 
stefis ave on the dew of the MOF UNI. The tear of 
fo hangs forward in her eyes, like the tear of night 
on. the bended goafs, when tt glitters in early Sun 
beams. Ser face of | beauty ts talf-concealed by 
the wanderin 4 of fev jacr locks. But the morning 
beams took thvough them on the mitd-blushing of hex 
| check, as looks the sun on the budding Lose, when tts 
. colour GLOWS in the drops of dew.—IVWV ho can this be 
but Hosgata ? the fatvest of the matds of Jcroma ? 
jaro ves her to the chie who scattered the 
cloud of his foro —" Cathila, mere ten daughters 
mine, chief of heroes, yw, moulil eg be thine the 


e 1) 
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Thee yenes on. thetr cagle-wing, flen over the 
hills of es She ons darting on his prey 
moves not mith a poace so silent ov swift Cathule 


looks 


books back on their Course, as the awakened hunter on 
the gpoace he travelled over in tis dream. He 
voniders tom soon ther yy ane pus. “ Tt ts time 
to return to Snistore » ta the é streamy groves of 
Cazric- shure.” — 

The sails of Cathula are raised. Shosgala 
pee tS glad and sorrowful. “ Adieu ; tho isle 

my love ; adiet, thou abode of my ate / My 
ad are on the shove: the res took formard from 
their bushy rock—— Lut wh by should the tears ‘ 
R Losgala flow 2 She goes io Carric-thuva's chief < 5 
Conlach, the 4 young pledge of thele love, ts tn thet 
amms—Tmwvo streaks o light on a cloud are his 
fer brows. Slis tittle helm above them ts of the 
down of fanns. Lulled by the rocking of the saves, 
he sleops. In the dreams of his zest, he smiles,— 
He hears the burn of montane bees, and thinks he 

2 
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és near their stove of sweet. Gut it ts not the 
buzzing bee, thou dost hear, O Contech! it ts the 
rising wind, wh istlin: q through the vatling shrouds. 
But still thy “y smile ts pleasant. es ae leokest ty ke 
the flower o Lena, when the aan, coloured rainbow 
adorns tt tn the “day of the enconstant stn. The 
hunter, as, hastening to the shelter of some “dark 
bending rock , he strides along, beholds it with a sigh i 
for he sees the stoumy shower, riding tomards tt on the 
blast: the pillars that support it are hail—¢ Plomer 
of Lena, tho art lovely, but the tread of ihe storm 
és near thee, — 

The breast of osgala Keaves under the broken 
sigh, white as the foam of the waves 4 nken the 
storm pli ifts it, and “darknefs dnells arcund. Lhe 
bright drop is in her eyes ; it t falls on the face of 


CO: With the profiing of her lip, she mipees tt 


hee » 


‘Shes 


andy. He awakes and sees the storm. He 
wonders what tt means; and sth hrinking, clings to the 
bosom of hos ala. She, over him, spreads her 
shirt, as WEES the eagle of Lora ker dark tnGS, 
mide, over her young, when thes ey shrink in their head 
from the hail, and hear the votce of stooms.—( Fear 
not, child of my tove, ” said rosgala ; hor th 
father ts nigh us. —Nor te thou thyself afvaid, 
satd Cuthula ; T know the sea of J nistove. Often 
have J rode tts dech, when louder mas the roar of 
tts waves. Rosgala asks for Snistor ; but tt és 
distant. The SEW hides tt behind tts bill of foam. 
MNoixed ovith the NOSE O WAVES , 25e, at times, the Te 
sighs of the [vo— 

Now descends on the deer, Vack-shirted night 
Dhe thunder is in her course. , The sireamy lightning 
buzsts - Vack-red from ker momb. Spirits feel tts 

2 g flames, 


a ee 
flames. heir shricks are heard in the mid-air. 
Ky hey rush to quench their halfburnt robes in the dechr. 
Dhe bitlows roar ; with alk their nhales—The 
moon hears the noise nithin her howse o clouds, and 
she ts afraid Zo lift fev head above the hile The 
stars wrap their heads inthe mantl of Lano's mist. 
Aes times ; they look, trembling : though the window 
of their clouds 3 but, quick, draw back their wandering 
haie—T hey are like the hunter on the heath, who 
shoots out, at times, his head, but will not venture 
forth from is tooth till the aren és over——H unter 
of the roe of the mountain ; thow art on the heath on 
shove ; O that Trosgata WAS there 
Lut nhat voice did you hea that: night, ye 
rocks o Serema ; when on the deep was she, ZO 
whose harp you often echoed. A Did you Listen Z0 the 
roar of waves at your feet, or to the thunder that 
) rolled 


(im ) 


volled in the blasted head o of your prines ? Louder 
the an either 0 these, zose tn eer eaz the cues 0 
Sulingor ma. dhe ts witdl, lly sad, for hex daughter 
és on the deefr with her child. She stands on the 
dark rock, cavelefs of the beating stom.  W kite 
billows breaking on the destant deefr, deceive her oft fo 
sails——Mother of R osgala , retire from the storm 
of night it th, Ly daughter does not hear th Ly cues. 

Aetiring, she soon turns back to view once mote 
the main. A wandering bark, descending into the 
creck, ts halfperceived. “Ok! art thou safe 
any child |’ — 

OW kat voice is that on the rock 2” says the 
mariner; « my mates take down your Satls.’ 

The voice of for mixed with fear ajain ts wpe, 
& Rosgata ! art thou safe et | 


 IT¢ és the ory, SAYS the mortner, of the fase 


ghost 


( eee) 


ghost tbat me saw upon the deefu : behold tt there |— 
Come, O ghost, on moon-beams to our dreams, when 
the night is calm ) amd. the storm ts over |” 

dulbngoma sears his voice, and sad, retires. 
The rocks reply to the name of Trosgala. 

But Srosgala ts on the sea of Inistore. The 
steagling vy of a distant oak travels there over the 
deep. Cathula beheld kis love, like a fatr vir gite 
ghost in tts beam. In her arms he beheld his son. 
He toked the a star in the bosom of the bended 
mCON, when her face is almost id in quiet, and the 
darknefs of her countenance groming. Hoe beheld 
them: but he was sad, and his half-stifled sigh 
anose. The pafsing breeze bore tt to the ear of R osgaler 
Wi hy that sigh, she sad, my love? the night on 
the “deaf is dark : but the stovm will soon be over. The 
moon wilt come fove in her stlent beauty ; her fips 


Of 


aes 


on the mountain will be lovely. The stars will shew 
their blue-sparkling eyes in the clouds, and the 
winds nill retire from the sea of Inistore. Nor és 
Snistore for distant: ts not that the light of tts 
halls?’ — 

Light of the soul of Cathula : the storm will soon 
be past; and the light of Snistore, amidst blue, 
calm WAVES, Ades Dut what ts ni ht, oz storm, 
oz distance of S nistore , to Cathula fs while he beholds 
the face of beauty, nith all thy calm of sbi Be 
Let me behold the face of my love, O team! and 
T will blefs thee , tho th: how dost come from Snra's 
hall ; the bough th Lou hast browg hi me sO nigh his 
a rocks.” — 

Too nigh them art thow brought ae O 
Cath: ula ; on thetr edy c thy shi “Wp in tno, ts divided. 
The chief climbs the oczs y zock. Srosgala and his 


SOW 


(> Come 


son are in his ams. But no shelter, save from 
cold sea:weeds, is there. St 5 ab times the 
habitation of seals. 

“ The band | mY love » nigh. Woy strength, 
Fe know, can reach it. On its shore TF may find 
some boat that shall convey us yrom Sora's arath, 
before the light shall arise. Rest thow here , rosgala. 
The storm ts tomer. The staus look ower dened ge 0, 
thetr broken clouds, and the moon lifts her pate head, 
through the distant tree. JF, hey mill soon shew thee 
the path bof my zeturn. Rest tere “gg love Srosgata | 

i hh lights of heaven, SULNE On “ee love ; ye spiuts 
on thetr be cams , dwell with her on Z ver seul VW hen 
8 fear het Say Cathula, wheat delays thy return oA 

Ue ker Yow behold the ne of my coming. 

« Come thou mayest, said G Losgala ; pnts but ak! 
T fear the tillows roar. ome bast my raise tt 

high ; 


age 
high j or some anguy ghost mity, agatn, embroit tt 


in tts course. Put thou shalt come, my love :— 
and yet I feae—The sea may grow ; the shades 
may depart OF Sora awake eer thow dost come-— 
Lut no ee lve shall soon return. Spirits of 
my fathers | guaud Cathula, —He went ; he 
searched the shore: but no boat ts nigh He wuns 
in search o of it far. The thought of his soul ts on 
the o0zy zock with Siosg ala. 

W hat shall that hile mourner do 2 Hex eye 
és towards the darkly shore ; but no Cathule comes. 
The waves grow upon her rock. They gather about 
hex cet. Dut, Conloch, thow aut no met; thot 
art lifted high i in her ams. 

aE W hat detains thi vee, my lve ?-—Hiwe the 
aves stofu ipod thi iy course to the shore ; or have the 
boats of Sora been distant far ?2—O ‘ps tho wert 


Ke ashore 
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al: shore, my child! "Tis for thee that trembles thus 
th: Le, soul of R osgala,” 

She ties him on Cathula's Mell A withered 
tree comes, wandering on the waves, to her rockim— 
On tts top she foxes Conlock. : 

Shall I amake thee ; Contoch 2 No, thy crtes 
would foberce mY soul, like darts. Jafe thot mayest 
veach the shove ; and Sova's king may have [ity 
Ox, thy [other perhaps may fond thee. Lut ak! 
my child, thy father vA fear is not. On that cloud 
his purit watts jo mine.——Har } Cathula i thy 
love is coming. 

ws higher SULge COMES, BW; hite-tumbling, over the 
vock. In tts cold bosom it folds Srosgala. i Farenel, 
O te Contech 

Too tate ; Cathula comes in the boat of Sora. 
He looks fo the. rock : but N20 rock, darks SUStNG 


above 


pee 


above the wave , 68 seen— The growing sea hath 
covered tts o0Ry top | No resgala ; no Contech ts 
heve! O that the same wave had inclosed Cathula! 
Tr hen, Stosgala , would we smile in death ‘ Contech 
would we clasp tn our arms ; his tender frame 
should not be hurt by zocks—-Shall Cathula lwe 
or die? . } 

The light, half-mixt with darknefs, breaks on 
Dora's hills. A small isle-is nearn A matery cave 
ts under tts rock ; and over tts mouth there be nds, 
tn tts own gray coat of mofs, an aged oak. St os 
here Cathuls waits for night. St comes mith al 
its stars. Rosgala descends on the soul o her love. 
She comes s0 t-gliding on the face of the deeft.— 
Her robe ts of the white mist that rises on Cona - 
when morning-dews are melting in the beams of the 
sin. Gout her trefies still ave wet: they drofe like 

GL e2 the 
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the dew of z0ses on the bank of thetz slom=rolling 2LVED, 
——She tells tim of her fore ; she tells him hom 
she laid Contock on his shield, ' But let Cathula, 
she SAYS ‘ana ke, and ty safe to Inistove, 

He rose. In silent gpief over the waves he 
came. Dut since , he is often sad. His tears in 
the morning flor for R osgala ; and his sighs in the 
rvening ave heard for Contech. 


Cathules 
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PEKROISMW of MOLALT A. 


Carril came mith his tarp. Sis sound was soft 
as the gliding of ghosts on the banks of Lora ; when 
they hide themselves in the white mist of noon, and 
their sound ts on the gale of the stream—ONoove tn 
silence, stream of night, that we my listen to the 
song of the bard. 

“ Over Lora of streams there bends an cak— 
Belo it, one lone thistle C tS, between two SLONES, 
tts head. St sheds, in the pafsing stream, tts drops 
of dew. Tyo ghosts ave seen there at noon, wher 
the sun ts on the plain , and silence reigns in Mowwen. 
One ts thy ghost, aged Urad ; thy hair wanders, 
a whiter mist, over two clouds that form thy darkned 
eyes. —And who ts that in the cloud of Snow before 

thee 


K Yee ) 
thee 2 Who but that feir huntoefs of the voe thy 


daughter ?— 

“TD he youths of Sova were at the chace: the 
Were spreading the feast in the tooth of the desart, 
Colyer SAW them, and came to Low tn secret, hike 
the torrent that rushes, sudden, from the hill, when 
mo shower tS seen by the sunny vale.——* Daughter 
of Ural, thou must Go with Colger. The thongs 
must confine th father: ee might stoike the 
shield. The youths might hear tts sound in the 
desart 2-— 

Colgor, T love thee not. Leave me here nith 
my father. None ts with him. Kis eyes Mire davk, 
and his guy hairs are lonely. 

us Color would not hear. The daughter of 
Val must go mith tim ; but ter Se fus on the heath 
are mournful She moves, sad, like the mist of 


showers, 
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shoners, when the sun ts dim, and the valley 

streams ts silent. Aree bounds on the heath ; he 
steals below them tomards a small stream. His 
brown sides, at times, appear through the queen, rank 
ferns —Coljor, give me that bow : I have learned 
to fierce the decr.—Se gawe the bow. fhe dew 
the stving. Colgor fel —She returned to Lora, 
and the soul of hev ather WAS glad. The evening 
of his life was tke the departure of the sun on the 
mountitn of sprung 3 like the leaf of autumn, when 
tt drops tn the silent vale. Lhe days of Morala, om 
the hills were many ; in death she rested, tn peace, 
nith her fether.—Over Lora of stocams there bends 
an oak.  Detow it are tno beds. One, Ural 5 
chine ; and thine, daughter of the ton, is the other 


beside t-— 
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dhe CPIEF of FEHSTLE R. 


As the wll ing of the huge stone domn the 
haughty y brow of MNborcraig, when the alfrightened 
flock. S Le every newe to shi wun the coming danger, 
and the torn heath ts round the whirling o of us rapid 
fowrne J get 2 bold, go strong, so terrible mas the SON 
of Feygle cn, tM the fields of death. The mighty 
sam the comin Yi of his stven qth, and they sank beneath 
the meight of his sword. She feeble fled the danger 
they could not meet. Soil SONS rejoiced in hes 
deeds as they felled his footsteps behind. 

Such WAS the rolling of his might, when the 
shield. o of Swanvil met the io of is spew. Stops 
— said the chief o of Lock: lin ; and let the collected 
strength of thy arm be in the darting of hy tance, 
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Strong is the shield before thee, and mighty is the 
arm that Supports the glittering ming of steed. My 
sword tritmphs not in the fol of little men. TF 
mourn when feeble fees ave before me. Dut thy 
_ fame ts great, O warrior ! Thy coming in battle is 
Like the comin gy Of & hundred streams when thet 
foaming foweney is donn the shaggy brow of the 
haughty rock. We e have both been venowned ; but a 
gray stone wile lift its mofiy head on the hill before 
the SLOYmS O other YEU» The hunter, as he pafpseth, 
will cry, « Hove the. mighty fought. Ay is my sword 
becomes thine, send tt, O warrior » 0 Savina. 
Hex soft-olling eye meets the rising sun on the 
plains of Tauren. The maid will perce her 
bosom with the point, and our ghosts nill rejotce th 
the land of clouds. | 
No steel from me shall fuewe the breast of the 
J bik 


(.. 4a) 


lve , said Donran. ield, warrior, and return 
tn safety to Savina. Her mild eye will view thee 
nith fp) und bte/' Js the hand that pared thee tn 
batile. 

Tn vain hast thou spoke, SOM O pude : | Persuasive 
sweetn ef is not. thine. —Thy words ae feeble, like 
the blast that holds a contest mith a stubborn rock. 
Did the points of ce hundred spears meet my shield ‘ 

did the strength of a thundued warriors raise each 
J sear ; did the meteors of death fly acound mite, as the 
fire heer mhen bursting clouds voll in horror 
thy ‘OUG gh lh the an ES Sg ae would TF not 4 yield. 

Two blve steels rose in niath. Dowran stood 
alone. Man 4 SONS of L ochli lin came behind. A 
bloody stream wasseen. Dnanvtt stopped the unequae 
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The th ought of the valiant dated on his 
soul-.. He turted os comard $ sfedt. 
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Donan fell not alone. On either side they 
bleed. The spear is the pillar of his bloody stde. 
Kis shield rolls on earth. Terrible are the threatening 
looks of the hero. She foe viewed, and trembled. 
Ghosts fled from the follen around, Tennified, they 
mount the clouds that paps. We heard the warriors 
sighs. Too late we raised the spear. Many sank 
with the hero: the rest Ladin haste. JSwanvil scorned 
our strength. He soveght the sword of Scarlan.— 
But what son of song can velate the meeting of the 
two chiels! Rocks spoke the words of steel, The 
broken shield sank from Swanvil, His spear shall 
vise no more.——The race of Lochtin fled. The 
blast ts their shield, ag they mount blue rolling WAVES. 

The aged Feyglen Listened in the anguish of his 
soul to the tale of noc. A-tear wanders down his 
| es withered 


(ey 


vrinkled check. He clasps his tands in guie f 
Many groans come orth. $—Mournful are i words. | 
A blast has withered the plains. Ai cloud has 
darkened the shy — oy meet the soul of the valiant. 
Never shall the spreae of toy fathers vise tn batile | 
F shall vanish, bike a dim shadow that wanders 
before the rays of the moon. No son of mine shale * 
raise the huge stone neds my narrow dwelling. — 
Ny NAHE shale cease to sound tn the yeas that 
approach. My departure shall be as the blast that 
lies unheeded over the mountaint—mAl sudden beam 
A comfort vushes on m 4 soul, Sulalin, “wmage of 
her who was lovely | reach Me thy white hand— 
Gather oF 2 Sik d lacks from the nind, Diy thy 
panes cheek with thy soft ring lets. A tear from 


thy tb uy ble eyes she ale bath LE WL ye memory 0” the mountatns. 


im, fe lant miny vlSE from thy stile... The spear of 
| oo ae 


( way 


Feyglen mily yet vise in battle.——A ray of comport 
rushes on the mretched. Forgot T shall not be, 
soft beam of youth ! 

The chief stretched fouk his hand. Dut te | 
stretched it to the wind——No white arm received tt: 
No soft voice, mas heard —-A blast that . withers 
zushed throwgh his newes. He trembled asa feeble 
eVLg before the haughty storm.  Preeze after breeze 
saluted the moods ; but the gray-hatred Feyglen 
listened in vain ———The soft wolce of Sulalin ts not 
mingled with the wind. 7 

A black cloud is gatherin 4 in the east. W hy 
do the oaks bend their green heads before tt 2 W hy 
do the rocks rear their clify y brows to mect th in 
wiath?—A hundred sighs ae heard, as tt flies tn 
surly speed over the mountains. The tears of heroes 
four forth before it. Lhe death of the lovely has 
| darkened | 


(4%) 


darkened tts gloomy a aspect. The fold of the cloud 


£5 the wing of a tale of MOC, 

Bathe thy Cy din eyes im teais, whi of the aged 
locks !——-dhe who was bright tn thy hall, sleeps cold 
in death. The ghost of the viogin rose on the fairest 
beam of the MOVUNG. The son of Searlaw ts the 
partner of her flight to the land of clouds, Siering 
ae thy mols, son of the mournful tale.— Put the 
eyes of Shearvan have already shed all their teazs: 
his feeble breast tt sa already poured fork all its 
stghs. Dhe vock. ie Ardven have heard it, and 
 reduierned thelr goons oy E pity. — Dut thou travellest 
tn thy mirth, O son of heaven ! regardlefs of my 
noes. And long mayest thow vejotce tn thy blue- 

ields, thou br re tenant of the shi | The children 

i an hundred glens look with the eq “ye of eapectation 
jor the conung forth of thi "y beauty, thot gh the 
darkened 


A Tear oD 


darkened e1 yes of Shearvan refuse to admit thy beams. 
But some day y like WE y ther V4 will look in vain. 
Storm ‘y clouds mill Mireipe thee in their dark folds, 
when the battles of man Y ght ostS are tn thy land— 
Dhow wilt then, like me, qmeefe ; but the wrathful 
winds will not regard hee 

But wll On, 1 all the strength of th thy bright tnefs, 
fair hatred traveller of 7 the sky | Cary with thee 
all’ thy smiles to cheer the valiant who ste eefe tn ‘i 
isle of frecce. The course of thy Ly speed all dar yt 
towards them. The te ang Y SLOr 25 terrify nor on 
Sullen clouds may veil thy bec tee but they cannot 
ofrprose thee, The couch me hy 7 repose ts with the 
ghosts of our foihers. There thot: layest donn thy 
fate head to vest ; and the fecble children of the 
wind sleep among the golden locks of thy beasty. 

O dulalin! when other ghosts are asleep ; steal 

thow 


a 


thou tn secret to the dreams of thy forher Tell Ue 
if Culrina has forget me tn the season of my grey 
hairs ; she who had seen me in the days of my strength, 
Dut Ty strength t5 fled, like a blast to the desart: | 
my frends have vanished as the mist on Ardven. 
Heavy are mine eyes of age! leave me to my rest, Ye 
tenants of the hill——Come, Fulalin! to the dueams 
of se, slumbers, 

uch was the words of the chief in the season of 
bis woe. The voice of his grief mas heard no more: 
his sighs ceased to mingle with the wind. His tomb 
lifts its head high on Ardven. She traveller Ustens 
to his tale mith stoeaming eyes: — Sz he jel like the 
last tree of the forest, when 20 plant remains to tell the 
place where it stood. 7 


Ubiefof Feyglens 


Shi 


(im) 


che DEATH of OSCAR. F 


Wty openest thou afvesh the spring of my grief, 
O son of Min 7 cnguirTing tow Oscar fell 2 My 
eyes ive blind with tears bus me mony beams on mip 
heart. How can TJ relate the mournful death of 
the head of the people ! Chief of the WUrr lols, 
Oscar, my SOM, shall J see thee no more. | 

Hee fell as the moon in a storm ; a8 the sum 
foom the midst of his course ; when clouds ItS2 from 
the WASLE O the WAVES , when the blacknefs of the 
storm tnnrapis the vocks of Arannider. J bike an 
anctent oak on MNoorven, TJ moulder alone in mip 
place. The blast hath lopped my tranches amey j 


and uf: tremble at the mings of the noth. Chief of 
2), the 


Ki Fae 


the marrlors., Oscaz, my ton ! Shall TF see thee 
no more: x 

ut, SOM of A thin, the hero fell not harmlefs 
as the 6 gua, S jf ofie f fretd; the blood of the mighty MAS 
on dis sword, and he spasoll with ~dcath through 
the . vanks of thetz foride. But Oscar, {hoe son 

of Cart ih thon fast follen lw! No ees fell 
by by thy hand. Thy specie was stained mith the blood 
of a Yi 4 friend. 

Derinid. and Oscaz was one: hy zeaped the 
: tattle. together. Re friendship was strong as 
their steet ; and ia walked between them Zo the 
| pecld. U, Si Th came -on the foe like VO vocks [eth ng 
foom oT he biows ba Ardven. Their swords were 
oe with. the blood of the valiant: warriors 
fainted at theie names. Wy ho WAS equal ZO Oscar 
but Dermid? and who fo Dermid, but Oscar ? 


‘ae 


cA hey killed mighty Dargo in the field f Dargo 
evho never fled in mar. His daughter Was for as 
the morn ; mild as the beam of night. Hex eyes 
Like two stars in a shower: fer breath, the gale -of 
gpring : her breasts, as the nem-fatien SHOW floating 
on the moving heath. The warriors saw her, and 
loved ; their souls mere fered on the maid.  Cack 
lved her as his fame . each mutst jprofte 5 her, or 
Nie. But her soul mwas frxed on Oscaz ‘ the 
gon of Caruth WAS the youth af fox love. She 
forget the blood of her father ; and loved the hand 
that slem him. 

Son of Caruth, satd Dermid, T love eo Oscar, 
J lwe this maid. Gut her soul cleaveth unto thee 
and nothing can heal Dermid. Hore , perce this 
bosom Oscar ; rebieve mey WY jrutead, ntth thy 


svord.—= 
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Ny soul, son of Diaran ‘ shalt never be 
stained with the blood of ermid. 

Who then ts worthy to slay me, O Oscaz son of 
Caruth | 2 Let not my life paps anny unknown. Let 
none but Oscar slay me.  dend me nith honour to 
the gue, and let m Y death be renowned. 

Dermid, muake tse of thy sword; son of Diaran : 
mield thy steel W ould that FT fel with thee! thot 
wy death came from the Le he and f Nermid | 

They fought by the brook of the mountlatn , by 
the streams of Brann. GPtod singed the running 
water, and Gerd round the mo; sy stones. The 
stately Dermid fe - he fe ell, and smiled in death. 

And Mal ~. » son of Diaran, fallest thou 
by Oscar's hand! Dermid who never yielded tn 
war, thus do J see thee fall —He went, and 


veturned 


(che VY 


returned to the maid o have ; he veturned, but she 
perceived his grief. 

W hy that gloom , son of Caruth? what shades 
thy mighty soul 2 

Though once renomnee fer the vow > O maid, va 
have lost m fame—S ix ved on a tree by , the brook of 
the hill, is the shield of the valiant & Counter hone 
T slew tn battle. IF have wasted VA diay, Yi in vit, 
nor could. Top arrow furewce tt. 

Let me ‘ry, son of Caruth, the shill of Dargo's 
dang hier. Mey hands were taught to the bow milf 
| Jake delighted th m1 Y shill, ¢ . 

She went. He stood behind the hiol Le Ger 
arrow lew, and juerced his breast. 

Llefsed be that hand of SHOW ; and blofsed that 
bow of yew | W ho but. the daughter of Dargo, MUS 
; morthy a) slay iy the SOW q lL Caruth 3 2 Lar y Me in the 


earth 


earth, my far one ; ban iy me by the side of Dermid. 

Oscar! the maid replied, 7 have the sout of th the 
might: ty Dango. Well pleased JT can meet death 
My soocow JS can end—dLhe pierced kev white 
bosom with the stett. She pel; ; she trembled : ; and 
died,— 

Dy the brook of the hill their graves are laid pow 
birch's enequat shade covers their tomb. Often on 
theiz green caithen tombs the bxanchy sons of. the 


mountain feed, when mid- day is allin flames, and 
silence Ove all the Ve hills. 


TJ evtorda 


She 
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The CAVE of CRENTA. 


Cold WAS the blast from the te ee of frst, and 
fatal jeroved the str y 0 ff spring of the noth, to the 
feeble veapers of ihe flowers Y field. Legions of 
tnasects pevishe ‘dbf "y the frotsonotes breath of Le vergning 
storm. She feathered songster stop sped the marbli ing 
note at the frowning api proach of the rude intrder. 

The fers Ler of light withdiem his circular joresence 
ber yond the southern hill. Sechle mere his eg 
rays, whic b, half intercepted, “Oily shone ocr the 
tofis y the mountains. Lhe congealer of ihe liguid 
stream, who annually zeltres beyond the northern 
ocean, further than the cleaver of the waves Can 
trace bis rapid flu ght, zeturned from his SUMMED 
expedition. He now began Zo usurp his tyrannical 


. 
reign 


‘al 


WeLON, tn the absence of the sire o brightnefa, whose 
pre encode ment! Paaeeeened nee speed equat . 
to his mio flies from ade g destruction. Nature 
trembles ai the af proach of ihe cruel 4 spoiler ; ; and 
the fecble ainong th hev sons fall victims to the vesistlef: of 
ofjrrefion. He lacks wt} the stream from the shaggy 
tenants of the forest ; and the fonny inhabitants of 
the e fe food dell tn darknefs ; while in vain they search 
} Jon the intercepted day. ‘ 

Such was the season, and 1 dismal was ih é visage 
of the the mountains, when Liachan led his six sons to 
the cave of Coey La. The frozen obfypring of the 
ky had closed : the un frequented entrance: but an 
seh, cls tf, which projected from the mother 
rock, contended nith the pafsing blast ; - and the 
MUTMUULUNG n0bSe a out the door o the cave to 


the trembl: ag leader of the 4 youthful band. 


co ; 


Thrice did Liackan ble fs the lonely cavern as he 
entezed, and thrice did the flaty pillars of the rock, 
with their echoing voices, return the feiendly salutation 
through the hollow Cent. The well known Cave 
recalled to the remembrance of the sage the companions 
of his youth, when he retired from danger to this 
gloomy PY a | deep St igh ifsued from bis aged 
bosom, when his mind rolled tack on the deeds of 
oth EL yeas, He duopit the teaz of affection to the 
me mOrYy of his de cfrarted friends, 

Draw hither, my SONS, and listen with the Cars 
of attention to the unfeigned words 0 of Liachan. 
Learn from them to avoid the follies of youth 5 ee 
shall the tears of age never bedem your wrinkled 

f 


CHECKS . = 


She arm of my father Gomduth mas the shield of 
my feeble ems. In safety TF rose tehind it, bike 
3 Lb 


the 
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the tender showh that rears tts soft head near the 
stately oak. Lhe blast on either side fronns tne 
vain: the strength of many years meets tt The 
Course of tts flight ts backwards, and the sound o 
iis wrath is heard on distant rocks. oo fled the 
foes of TI nver from the sword of Tomaduth. | 

As Piombia in ter hollow bed gathers her liquid 
strength from the fertile NELWES of a thousand orystab 
wills : extending thetz minding arms round the heath 
mountains ; s0 gathered the evening, the frocks of 
Fomduth to the plains of Clian. 

Die meeting of warriors was in the hall of Inver. 
BPenvel stouck the harp to the fome of departed 
heroes, and implanted the (muge of valour in the 
zEstny ge nevation. Hospitality stood at the outer 
gate, and with the finger of invitation waved to the 


traveller as he pafsed on bis my. The chief stood 
unequalled 


(7 ) 


enegualled in wisdom and valour. The venerable 
raised his voice to prroclaim it. Dut where is the 
strength of the chief 2 W here the music of the bard ? 
—Tomduth lies unactive in the tomb of Kilmore. 
Cternal mutencfs relgns on the quiveLng tongue 0 
BDenvel. The e father of the song shh all no more a 
& card at the feast of Bali len, 

The chief vetived not tike a misty cloud hifuce the 
face of the blast. He foresaw his fol ; and his 
son received the words of instruction. 

SL iach wan, JT am old. — She meteors of death yi Wwe 
warned me to depart. OA go to vwvtstt the ghosts of 
our fathers. Come tothe rocks of Creyla: recetve an 
af; iylicm sacred to the chief of of SF: nver, 

The warrior was briz igh Yt in the armour of his 

uthers: but the liguid SONS of sorrow rished to my 
eyes, and concealed him from my eager vlen. My 
2 throat 


( ue ) 
roat denied a poapsage to the thoughts of my breast 3 
they were big ay and could only find iheto prafsage by 
he alves. Wi ords , a last were formed from the 
broken accents. son ff, é pafied the UY Olt gh the ‘Mies of 
Clianm——TLhe wind of the north came rushing 0 o'er the 
hi cath, and rattled on the armour of Tomduth as t# 
prafsed » the armour of Tomduth regarded it not; and 
me veached the Cave of Creyla, as if quietness had 
been the viter of the night, 
Fomduth was tall: te teaned wfon his hal’ 
erected spear as he entered. The Sear saluted the 
threshold. Five fedu the daugh bter of wh the reck, at the 
embrace of ¢ the steel. The flinty StSCCT'S of the cave 
echoed a chorus to the sound, to welcome the chief, the 
only orsitor of the tonely cell. 
his cave, said Tomduth, is hitherto unknown 
to the SONS of the heath. Let it proect the feeble of 


ly 


thy 2ace, if thy foes shall urge the contest } but seck 
sot thy owin siapety in concealment. Fly not in the face ; 
of danger y noe tremble when the meteors of death are 
around thee. Ge not the first to diam, nor the 
forse to sheath the swad. Avoid not the combat nith 
the mighty : but shun the iynoble contest. Let thy 
face be to the Strong, and thy back to the jectle fer. 

, Nake not the daughter of Dungeal the mother of 
thy sons. Poison not the offspring of thy loins by 
mtn ling in thetr composttion the putce a tanef. 
plant. Let the milky food of their infant days be 
derived foom a five fountain: so shall they be 
defended ‘rom the weeds which covetepit the heart. 

The words of instouction were enited; and the 
datrghters of the rock ceased to enforce the jorecepts of 
the chief: mutenc}s was in the cave; and nought was 


heard 
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heard but the voice of night . which in hoarse accents 
saluted the rocks as tt [4 sed. 

Th ze tomb of ihe e chief ‘i ZO0SEe ON Kilmore ; Benvel 5 
Song of woe was heard rund the ourd. The tear 
of beauty bedemed the cheek of the vlrgin: meLitors 
shook thelr dejected heads as thes vey met. Rocks formed 
on py the sound of guiee : cach breeze was the 
‘hares of & tale of WOE, 

Hormat WAS the Le: stately son of Dingeat. Wie 
ded the mazriors of his father to battle. Lhe arow 
of zandom fie a not a om his bow. he continued her 
pourney to the distant mark ; and fatal proved her 
arvival to the breast o the fo 

Sulgorma was the seat of a thousand beauties. 
Moany heroes mooed the maid : but the thoughts of 
her deeams were of Liachan, though Te regarded not 
the kindly glances of her blice eyes. So look the 


Wes ing 


{ ae 3 


wishin 4g eyes of the benildered traveller in search of 
the intercepted beams, when the loaded sky leans hee 
burden of mist on the hills of MAbinaig. Put the 
ungrateful tenant of the enligh ved vale, views, mith 
eyes of ind: if “e2ence, the bountiful fovours of the 
Father of Light — 

The feast of Ballen was spread at Dungeal. 
Bards sung the tales of love—T forget the words 


J 
of Tustutction, and opened my eyes to the beauties of 


Fulgorma. T looked tn kindnefs on the matd, and 
sam her clothed in tovelinefs. Ouz meetings were 
often in secret, and we thought of cach other in the 
season of dreams. 

Benvel saw my love f2 Fulgorma, and the 
friendly zesentment A his breast awaked Son 
O Tomduth, sated the bad, de cparted ts the fume 
thy y Howse i The words of tnst2ction thou  hest 

regarded 


venanted as the blast that flies over the mountains. 
—Luackos, of the vace of bards, bring my harp ; 
and place my freriner of danger by my side. LT 
will mander to other lands. Too long hath mip Song 
been heard at Tnver. 

con of the days of od, said J, meighty ave thy 
words.  Leeble is the bveath of wnvipencd Years ; and 
fretilefs ave her efforts mhen anogantly she endeavours 
to ofifrose the offspring ¢ of thy moth Ti hy tongue 
has oiven birth 70 fucuing words ; Sy but Liach: Lan stands 
zefprroved by the f: e fromns of secre if iow the 
beauties of Julgorma as the sun of heaven in the 
infancy of day, never should she shine tn the tal 
of Snwver. 

Abatalin of the quaceful eye, the beautiful 
daughter of the chief of Coin, mourned tha fall 
of her father The emblem of pink Sat On her ch: veh. 

SF bl; fied 
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TF blifsed the maid of moe, and brought her to the 
hall o of MY y fathers. ——___ tarmat heard the Seczet 
sigh of Julgorma, and raised his threatening pueaz. 
any were his warriors, and wel hty was his sword 
in the Vay Mg of Veath. wh gathered the strength of 
Tnver to op pose him ; but fee ble frroved my crm ti 
every contest ; for my spear mas ratsed against an 
injured Oe. pba. foe Yy Were the yours of our sti ife, 
and man iy the death b of our wartors. W hen the fore 
of Tnver faited, hy brought Noalatin to the cave of 
Creyla, The safety of my SONS WAS hex care. uA 
slew the deco of the desart, and carried them to our 
feast ——But blefsed be the soul of her who feasts 
no more in my cave IW hen the daughter of Croin 
retired to the land of ghosts, J carnied my sons to the 
tomer of the moody vate, and Gildea wiped th the tear o 
ore of from mt ne aye, by the side of the préendly stream, 


Cave of Creyla. 
ave of Creyla. - gp 
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VORPAR amd SUELMIN*X 


Ronnan hears the song of battle, and the fy of 
his countenance veturns. He strikes his shield, 
Kis heroes are round him ,& thick ¢ oud, the gathering 
of the cemifuest on Dura. 

As the spirit of night MOvES , mith the collected 
blast of heaven tn his course, when te prepares to 
prowr his force on the quoves of Ardven when oaks 
hear tts sound at a distance, and, trembling jf tts 
approach, already shake their teaves:—-co rushed 
R onnan to the battle at the head of Hervwes.— No or 
lefs terrible ts the course of Lava. The sound of 
his preople is the thunder in clouds, when Lara's 

velds are dismal. A thousand helmets, nod on highs 
like a goove in flames is the blaze of freuvs. 
out 


GRE | 


But who shall tell the rag é of battle ? 2__ Thou 
hast seen two black rocks rolling from oft eprostte hills to 
meet in the valties below: ; @ cloud o smoke rises 
behind, and follows the tract of each: such was the 
terrible onset of the people. words clash, and 
shields resound: heads and helmets fall: - the “dead 
ave mixed with the dying: blood runs tn a thousand 


davies) tied tha aplvits of fallen heroes ascend on 


} 
their atv y smoke. dee! to the edge of every cloud 
hey cling, | as clings the bur to the eagle s Wing, 1 wher 
she leaves the valley of dun- =10€S and fi téS to 
MNooma's cloudy dof. 

But what eagles are the 1ese tWO, that still sone 
mith 2 rustling mings on the heath? No 0 gray bird, no 
ved crested cock, ts the prey for which they stzive, as 
from side to ste they bound, and frour death in 
streams from their stecl—TFee! one stoofes on tis 


ne fae) knee 


Ke 

knce. Kis shield St ipoores the talf’falien chief, as 
the rock suppres the fine, which the storm has half 
overturned on Wienorte.. Yoeld thy spear, sath 
Ronnan j restore my beloved dulmina. TFT seck net 
the death of my fos, when they tie before me on earth. 
Yield I must, Lava replted, for my blood i's shed F 

the steeam of mi life hath foiled. —Fulmina must be 
thine.  QPehind that rock in her cave she rests.— 
She looks down from its door on a blue stream, where 
JSutnina must be thine, but 
bot her 2atse my tomb, fo she was the love of Lava the 
unhaphy. He ceased. He sunk on his shield ° 
and his people fled. Sonnan bid ws spare them tn 
their flight, as sift, he ascended the vock to find the 
place of kis lwe.—She blue stream te finds ; and 
the cave on tts moody bank. Gut no Sulmina ts 
there. The tone wind sounds in the empity womb of 
: the 


WAVES AN aspen 72eé, 
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the zack. The withered leaf manders there, on tts 
rustling wing; and no tract ts ound, but that of 
the lonely for. OW here art thou 4 O Sulnina 2 
my love! dost thou tide th: ryselfp from Ronnan 2— 
Come, Sulmina, from thy secret jleee ; Come, Tey 
love. tt ts it Ronanan calls thee |” 

Dut thou callest in vat son of grief ; 20 one 
replies to thy votce, save the rock and the echoing 
steam. At length, the howling of his dog ts 
heard in the field of fallen heroes.  Lhither he 
turns. There he finds Sulmina. che had rushed 
to the battle to aid her Ponnan. Lut ~death on 
the proint of a manden ng arrow, came; its barbed 
head is in her breast of snow. Lhe sparkling Lic ‘ght 
of he 2e2 a ts become Oem ; j the ve TOSE of he che bok ts 
faded. ot onnain pale as her own half breathlefs cfs 


corse, falls on her neck, as drops ihe tvs ‘Y when tts oak 
hath 


a 


bath fotted. Fulnina half opens her heavy eyes. 
She peaceful shade of death closes them again, nell 
pleased to see ter Stonnan.——Long we tended 
cur heads tn silent quet, and. shed our tears around 
Gulmina. At length the slow steps of Runma 
came. Sle spoke the words of the aged.——( Will 
sorrow recill the dead ; will the cries of the living 
~Odspel their he veavy stumbers 2 No- j they still sleep On, 
Care ia of the cUy of the MLOULNEr. oy they are 
only gone a title e before us to the land of thetr rest. 
as pew more fleeing days, on thetr snift.gliding 
stream shall poof , and our steps shall be in air nith 
Our friends. Do you not already see the clouds 
skisted wle prepared fer Runma. Nor shall 
FZonnan be long be hind. The me AT ELL, of grief, mashes 
the bank on which his beauty ty GuOows. The 4 young tee 
that bo lifts there tts queen th head, already half-be nds over tt 


tn 
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tn tts fall. Let, th. ten, our eae of fome be MARY y 
while we cans ; and let not our win ged “Oays be 
wasted in mourning, —Grief ts a calm dveam, O 
A onnan | the ste fes of tts course ave silent. 7) Out 
tt undermines tn secret the beauteous flower that grows 
on tts green bank, deooping it hangs ts withered 
head ; ta fells while its leaf is but tender—— 

ZR Lonnan arose; but still he was sad. He gove 
the halls of toasts to Funma and the son of L Lamor i 
Sermor and the scout of night he left to defend 
them, We brought FSulmina over the wave in 
Ronnan's ship ; and here we raised amidst sighs 


her gray Stone. Here Zoo 2ests the 4 pouthjul Z OnNA% 


whose aime was once so stzon, YY wh Ose form mas cnce 


$0 for His days were sad and fer, on the hill 
he did not long survive his beled. Under that 
mn ofs- -clad stone te mas laid, wheve grows the 

rustling 
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rustling gras. He rests beside his Fulmina. One 
lone thistle bends between their tro gray stones, ts 
head, and sheds on either side tts aged teard— 
Often when T sit here to the glimmering light of the 
M100, SF see the faint orms of the two on ts 
WuirY beans. a take my harp, and sing thete 
prise, glad they depart on the mings of nind. 

Show sittest by thine onn blue stream ) JON O Azar , 
Why 0 silent, dost thou not know the sons of fume 
are avund thee. 


Cathlava. 


Cva-dona. 
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CzivdaA-+D OR 2X, 


Dost thou nor remember, MNbatvina, the beauty 
of the stoanger ) when the brightnefs of the “day arose, 
and the sun shone on the heathy hile ? Yes, for thou 
didst attend he be2, OM thy steed to Ardven, and. then 
pusued the chace with the hing. Jt was then we 
beheld the beazts of Civa-dona, when thow didst 
zettre, bike the moon bs behind thy mountains. che 
shone, hike a bright star over the broken edye of & 
cloud: ; but who could admire that sta, when the 

wll, un-clouded moon mas seen? —Ufet the star 
of Gormbicbs Was fo. — YY hite were the coms within 
her lips: and like the down of the mountain, under 
hor new robe » was her skin, Crecle on ciscle formed 


her fosrest neck.  dthe tals beneath ihets so t-snony 


Y fleeces 


keane: 
fleeces, TOSE her EVO breasts of lve. Oe roelody 


of music was in her voice. She rose beside her life 
was not red: nor white beside her hand, the foam of 
streams. —ONbaid of Gormliba ; who can describe 
thy beauty / Thy eye brows mild and naLrOW, were 
of a darkish hue ; thy cheeks mere like the red berry 
of the mountain ash.  Avound them were scattered 
the bicfsoming flowers on the bough of the spuing.— 
The yellow hair of Civa-dona » Was like the gilded tofe 
of a mountain, when golden clouds look down upon ts 
queen head, after the sun has retived—Hez eyes 
were bright as sun-beams, and altogether perfect mas. 


the fom of the fei. —Flivoes beheld and blefsed her. 


Chief of Scarlaws 


Colgut 
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COL GUL ad CAL MOR. 


con of the MOF RING , the stefes of thy visimy Ae 
tovily ; the lifting of thy yellow hair above the 
easten mountain. Lhe hills smile when they behold 
thee ; and the plittering vales, with all their blue 
streams , are glad. The trees lift their green-qiomen 
heads through the shomer to meet thee ; and all the 
bards of the grove salute : with their mornin J50NG, 
thy coming —Dut whither Does the night Ky, on its 
dark-cagle ming, when tt sees thy frace ; and where 
és the jolace of “dacknef 2 whither do the stars retire 
from thy presence, and where ts the cave in which 
they hide thetr trembling beauty 2 Into what desart 


So? thou chace then, when thou climbest the 


mountains of heaven ; and fuersuest them : like a 


Y 22 mighty 
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— hunter, ihrowgh the blue fields of the shy ? 

Jon of Va heaven, the sdefs of thy Nip COME SE., Ole date f 
when tho travellest above, tn hy brightnefs, and 
scatterest from thr ty face the storms. The de “particye 
of th ty yellow 4 fate is lovely, when thott sinkon in the 
Western Wave ; and lovely ts the é ho Le of th vy COMING. 


In the mists of night thou never tosest thy course ; 
and dempests in the troubled d deep , tn vain oppose thee. 
At the call of the mor néieg tho aot always ready, 
and the ts igh ht of hy retuin t5 sl le tesant ; tt ts pleasant, 

but J see tt not ; for thou dost not dispel the night 
from the eye of the bard. 

As the rollin 7 of rocks foom the tof of hills ; a the 
NOSE of waves when the tempest ts high j OF as Groves 
when thelr dey hair és seized by flames though night. 
Suck was the terror of the path of Trathal —Colgul 


and he were to mountain streams tn the strife : the 


sound 


K BER 


sound of th th el2 stecl mas te he th, ve echo tn the RATE OW 
vale, mhen tts green fines are fe elled. —Dieadjul ts 
their battle | g vathe al ts a storm that overcomes the 
Grove, and awiave that climbs the shove t “Ss Colig tel m— 
But the eyes of Colgul reel tin mist, as lights on his 
helmet the mapsy Speaz. Corran stands without his 
shield, lke a rock which the lightnin g has bored. 
Duchonnts stofis with his hand the ved stream of his 
treast, and teans tis back to a broken tree. The 
helmet of Crusolles gli ters between his feet, with one 
half his head, before he polis: and the quay hair 
of ’Tual-arma ts toampled in blood and “Oust, by the 
crowding feed of & Bevoes. 

Colqul scatters nith his red eyes the cloud 
He sees his people in thétr blood around, Like 
the dark shadow 7) Legos mtst, he comes in silence 
behind the hing ; but he comes not unperceived. Grathal 


tune 


( cage) Y 

£25, Colgut flies. His steps are to the boat, and 
Trathal in his strength pursues him. Al thousand 
arrows aim at the hing. By one of them Colgul ts 
jrterced. He me afin the shove when one hand 
hath hold of the boat.  Drathal leaps into its dark 
avomb , and turms upon the pregple of Colyut. He 
turns ‘ but a blast drives tim into the deep, and he 

bounds in the midst of his fame with Vige 
She spuotese of Teathal had remained in her hose ; 
two childeen rose , nith thei. pair tocks ; about her 
dé neces. They bend their ears above the har by aS she 
touched, mith her white hand, tts trem bling stuings. 
She stops. They take the harp themselves ° bet 
cannot ford the sound which they admired —VV hy 
they said does tt not ansmer us? shew us the stung 
aherein dwells the song. She bids them search for 
th 


( ttt ) 


di till she returns. Their little fingers wandet 
amIng the wires. ; 

Giutin-dona Cooks for her love. The hour of his 
Petizn tS past. oe Trathal, where dost thou wander 
among streams ; where has thy path erred amon 
ovoods 2 from this height may T behold thy tale 
| fo j may T see the smiling poy of thy ruddy face. 

Detween thy yellow locks of youth, thou lookest hive 
the MOMMY SUN. 

She ascended the hill, bike a white cloud of the 
melted dew ; when tt rises on early beams from the 
secret vate, and rushes scarce wave thetz brown lifted 


a Sha saw a skiff bounding on the deep : 


She sar onthe short a grove o spuewrs. aumafl urely 


they mitst be foes who lift them : and Trathal tS 


alone. Can One tho Strang contend with thousands 2 


Hor exies ascend the rock. The vales rejly mith 
all 


{ We 


all their steams.  Cflouths vush from thet mountains, 
LIA | witdlly ¢ tremble in thelr slefus jor thei: ely hing.— 
They the ia ut of rushing on the Le people of Colgul ¢ (7 
thet, wrath: ; but Drath: al raised on the dec h his worce, 
and bade them Few the spear. They bey rejoiced oo 
they Foard the #. sing, and saw hitn turn to the shove 
his shi (fee She se gathered about Colgut; but his fac 2 
DAS detrk, - and the flame of & his eye had faited.— 
His jpecple stood motionte; ifs ar ound ; but many of 
them had strewed the bromn heath, like ey leaves on 
autumn s dusky pul ain , when Lemifuests steak e th é otk. 
‘We hel ij them to raise their tomb: pp chan fint ne “Olg 
the quave care cartes youth b stoops to place beside 
‘the Vi ear Tie mail in TLStHG, drops from tao heaps 
of SHON. Catmora alls beside her idk habeas 
as she came, bcheld ter pate, She knew the 
daughter 


Meo 
daughter of Cornglas. Her tears fall over her tn 
the grave. She praised the foo of Soona, 

h Daughter of beauty, thou at low. A strange 
shore 2eceloes thy corse. Gut thou wilt reqotce on 
thy cloud, fo thou slecpest in the tomb mith Colgucl. 
The ghosts of MNborven will open their halls to the 
young stranger, when they see thee approach. Hewes 
around the feast of dim shells, in the midst of 
clouds, shall admire thee; and virgins t7 thy 
prraise shale touch the harp of mst, Thou wile 
zejotce, O Calnora ‘ but thy father in dona nill 
be sad. His steps of age will wander on the 
shore. ~ The roar of the wave mitt come from the 
distant rock.— Calmora, lifting his gray head, ‘ 
the mill say, (is that thy voice 2———-T he son of the 
rock alone mill reply. retire Zo thy howése : O 


Corngliafs » retire from the stormy show ; her steps 
with 


( 1m ) 


with Colgul are high on clouds. On mcon-beams, 
she may come perhaps, to thy dreams, when silence 
reigns in dorna. Duveghter of beauty, thow art 
dow but thou slecpest in the tomb with Colgut. 

Such WAS the Ong over Calmora j but who could 
speuk tn praise of Colgul 2 Often have thet ghosts 
sighed on the mournful mists that creep along the 
tombs. But thot seest them n0¢, O sun: thes 
come only whin darknefs covers the hills: Lut 
tho seest the ghost of rathal —Often Does he 
stalk in thy beams at noon ; when the hills are 
covered with mist. Thou delightest to shed hy 
teams on the clouds which enrobes the brave , and 
to sread thy rays vound the tombs of the valiant. 
Often do J feel them on the bed of Trenmor, and 
even now thou marnrest the guy stone of Trathal. 
Thou rememberest the heroes, O sun ; for their 


Steps 


a 
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steps tn thy ry frresence mas levely ; and before theit 
time thow hast shone on OMvorven. And thou 
nile vemember them in the time to come, O SUN, 
nhen this yay Stone shall be sought t in vain. bed j 
or “thow nile endure, said the bard of ancient 
ays after the mofs of time shall pow in Semora : 
after the blast of years shall roll over ‘the oaks of 
Jelna— 


Trat ha le 


3 3 Gutvina's 
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SULBIRA’s ECLESG H, 


Come farth, sigh of woe. Soll down, tears of 
Vi jaf. WNootrzn ihe fall of th the lovely. B ath 2 the 
memory of the white-armed dat ghhler of WNocrald— 
Why doth the wandering wie smile as tt pa Leth 2 
Why dah the finn yt tribe sSfrort in the choystal flood: 2 
Sie tn “darknel’, ye glit tering waves | Retire 20 
the blackest poo, ye silver ne 2 BES iy, n0 
horn on my hills, ye followers of the stag | Spare 
the hide of the roe, ye bearers i the ninged avow | 


aah your queen heads t tie qote ef, ye leafy daughters 


of the forest | ding a tale of 2 MOE ye Zenants of the 
bush. LI hy dost thow teavel in thy mildnefs, 
Soe breath of summer 2 The feteest Jomer that evEL 
met thee ts lo. Lhe friendship of the breeze shall 


AG 
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oo more smile on the cheek of the rose. The waving g 
ringlets of ke 1éZ dark- bron hair shall N0 moze tremble 
on the wings of the pafsing breeze, 

Away with thy wolce of Mirth, joyful mLorntn og | 
she, nio was wont to shine before thy early beams, 
shall not awake. Hang your drooping heads, ye 
floners of the mead | A surly blast hath plucked the 
favvest ty My from her stalk. Lonely is her dwelling 
tn the é gloomy tomb. The sunbeams of coming 

cars shall not smile on her virgin charms. | 

Dut come, O come, with alt thy sable clouds, 
black -robed night | ¢ Grasp the hills in thy dark 
bosom. Let A é shez icks of ghosts, the SCYEAMLS of 
onts, and the Couise of meteors, be around mé,— 
Let the stren th of the angry blast bear me on tts 
WLS ; and let he oprits of the nind hum thetr 


tales of woe tm Mm y Caz 


Come 


[ta 


Come foth from thy narrow dwelling in the 
land of graves, tho beam that wert lovely. W hy 
didst thow retire in the midst of thy blooming Yeats, 
tke the midnight sta, that wishes behind a dark 
cloud? The mariners home ts near its bed in the 
mesteen waves. His eager eyes search for tt tn vain 
among the boisterous billows, and blwstering blasts of 
stormy night ; but he finds tt net 

W hy dost. thou frotte the beams of thy kindnefs 
around me, bright queen of night 2 The friendship 
of thy smites brings no foy to me. Wore welcome 
ave the frowns of paaly ghosts, the tremendous voice 
of bursting clouds ) Or the surly aspect of the watchful 
storm! A, iy mith thy glaring light ; insulting 
moon ! Hide thyself among the dark folds of nightly 
clouds. Never shall your smiles call fort Sulvina 
from the hall: never shall your silent beams dance 


round 


(Rea 


round her graceful shader, The form of her who 
was lovely shall no more wander along the rustling 
heath—The me eting of wantors ts in the hall of 
Nborald ; but the voice of mirth is not there. No 
white ingers are seen among the trembling strin 950 
ANbute is the har Loud ave the sighs. W hat 
eye can refuse a tear to the lovel; ! 

A cloud has darkened the valley at noon.——T he 
sun-beam o mip Joy ts set, no more to return. AM, 
eyes shall never more behold tts coming forth from the 
back of the eastern hill, 

Shen, come, zaven=haived night ! with all thy 
black clouds. Spread thy doousy wings over the 
inhabitants of the forest ; and bet the tenants of the 
cottage fuursice thetr blisful dreams among the visonary 
mountains that rise near the couch of their slumbers: 


— Dut talk nob of sleep to Me, gloomy nis ht ‘ my 


LEASE 


er) 


breast is the house of woe. Tho thou rutest t7 
darknels over the children of mature, TJ regard thee 
206. Wile thou thyself 2est, when the alt-lightening 
sun shakes this white locks tn the east: wilt thot 
then frreseme to combat the coming outh of his 
beauty: 2-236 A thou fliest in haste with thy 
gath ered clouds ; and the wretched only moun thy 
“departure. Whew is the course of thy forne Y) 
black cloud? Rush in haste from thy oy dvelling tit 
the shy. Pear me on the mings of thy trength : : 


GB Lear me over botstercus seas, to distant isles, where 


the souls o of the é hvely rejolce before the Sit w= bbtions of 


eternal day. — 


No th, 20 Fulvina, meet me pee he Le smectest of 


thy smiles ¢ and be the pillar of Tey wandering seepes 
£0 the ST sle of Prace.—— 


O ran At olla 


(m) 


ORAR- MOC ET A. 


~~ 


No fo és mine tn the absence of the matd of 
Lve. The white bosoms of a hundred vi2gins meet 
the sun-beams on the banks of Cormic: but thy equal, 
matchlefs mata of the rolling eye ! ts net there— 
Thy smiles are as the glances of the sire of brightnefi, 
ahen he rides in meredian splendor over the mLOutNCQUNS. 
Thy words as the voice of many harps, when the. 
SONGS of bards ave heard, and their fingers teavel 
among the trembling SETLNIS « 

Dhow art distant for, maid of Comic! But 
dark mountains raise their clefty heads between us tn 
vain. Mine eyes shall never cease to vlew the tmage 
of the lovely. My thoughts shall wander round the 
rouding beauties that attend thee. 


A a Tite 


(wey 


he eager ey ‘yes of a tundsed warrioes are towards 
th Le. capti van uy chazms which adorn the Sig sueface 
of th: ty DsIng bosom. The Te fate te till; ly that shines tre 
the forest, chante Rot with PE aon: eet nef of tts 
smiles ; and, when tt meets the sun-beams at 1001, 
the swan ts ashamed of her downy breast, and hides 
tt beneath the rising WAVE. 

Thy deli cate fingers tzace not tn vain he é folds 
of the lawn. Shy needle gave broth to the spreading 
zee, that seems to tend beneath the load of yellow 
fruit — But stretch, lovely maid! stretch foth ihy 
hand in hindiefs to me, and J mill breathe, tn 
reality, that life which the sons of th iy needle but 
scem to e7f0Y. Let the freendshy je of thy eyes 
shine around me, and J mili flourish before their 
beams, bike the vegetable tribes that rear their tender 
heads teneath the hinilly breath of Summer. 

Who 


fm ) 
W he 7) shh all ae zo song th é for Mn of the e math 


who moves matchle/s 5 over the mountains? For 
smooth neck is the white bed of hev golden trefies. 
Her floming 2m: lets fall in sncet disorder over her 
tory shoulders. Sofi blue ¢ “Yes voll bencath a small 
zound arch—m—VW arriors melt before the steength 
of thes er beams. 

ONbove on tn thy majestic steps, maid of t the 
mitd-roliin yA eye | The blooming heath shall meet thy' 
graceful shadow tn gladnefs: The verdant plain 
shall mave thetr grafs iy locks, and smile us tt prafseth. 
Gace is in thy ks presence. Sty bzeath ts as the 
scent of a flonery garden ; when tt fours tts sweet 
odours on the mings of the breeze. 

The tongue of thy songs ts sisrzounded by the white 
formers of the tvovt, 44 ring. Dh Le sound of th; voce 
és like the mutsic of the wood, mhen the e feathe ry tries 
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Zejotce among the rustling havis——O thou who 
formest thofe excellencies which captivate the enraptured 
eyes of men! this ts the work o thy hand : and we 
feel the strength of is flower. W hat, then » mest 
be hy own frerfections y sence the object who starts 
into extstence at thy not, ts thus beauti wlly oomed | 

raise, dateghter of night | raise thy uy fer head 
in the east: be the guide o of my lonely poerne ‘y Over 
the “dusky mLOUNTALNS . 

Though lonely, J wander by the te siream, thow gh 
MOUr nful, my sigh mingles with the wind of the 
desart ; the pit of th Cy bright eges, fate mad, 
ovould cheer me » OS the sun the tills . when he pours 


fouk the strength of his beauty at noon, and shakes 
the snow from their heathy locks. 


The 
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Che OLD BARD s OTS DV. 


O Place me by the side of the MUTMUILNG rill, 
that gently glides mith downnard-wlling pace | hay 
my head in the shade of the spreading branches, and 
be thy friendly beams, O sun! in hindnefs around 
re, —— There at case tet m0} side embrace the green 
grafs on the bank ‘of the flowery garb, and tt me 
taste the foiendship of the breeze as tt profes. Bay. 
my feet bathed in the chrystal Hood, feet the strugling 
e f forts of the yielding stream tn tts hasty Journey. 

Let the lilty of fwrest compleaion smile near me on 
the yielding stalk and the trembling dew glitter On 
the waving locks of my verdant seat, Let my hand 
recline on the daisted turf, and let the fragrant thyme 
be the pillow of my leaning check. 

Round 


ee ed 


Round on the high evected brows of any glen, let 
the hawthorn spread its blooming boughs, and the title 
chilideen of th the bushes rejoice tm the songs of thelr love, 
repeated by ihe invisible tenants of the rock. 

— Dut hark! T hear the Steps of the bunter 
O my the cy of thy hounds, and the sound o thy 
Dart ts, thow bender of the 4 yer be often heard yard 
my stlent dwelling | / Noy wonted Joy, when the 
hs arose, shall then 2etuin, and the bloom f youtle 
shell glow i in my cheek that mas fudec d——~She marrow 
aD my bones shall ewive, W hie Da the odie of 
| spears, the bound ¢ soos, and the twang of SUNY 5. 
—With is Beeipeitllaess: whe alive when they cry 
‘The stag ts feller [’ 

“7 shall then meet the é compantons Of m0 ‘y ch: ace ; 
the found that followed me tute and early. F hall 
see the hills that TF lwed to frequent, and the rocks that 
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mwere Wont to answer to my CUS. SF shal see the cave 
that often recetued my steps from night ‘ the cave where 
Ne often regoiced around the fore of the oak. Their 
OUD feast of deer was spread ; there Treig WAS Our 
drink, and the murmiue of tts streams our SORG.— 
Ghosts shricked on their clouds, and the spirits of the 
mountatns road along thelr hallow streams: but no 
CAL WO ours; tn the cave of our vock secure we lay. 
—J shall see Seur-elda tower above the vale, where 
the melcome voice of the cuckow ts early teardi—T 
shall See Gormal, with its thousand pines ; TF shall 
gee tt im all its green beauty i with tts many roes and 
fijhes of forl—T shall see the iste of trees in the 
take, nith the red fruit nodding over the maves. 
T shall see Arden ; chief of a thousand hills: its 


sides are the abode of deez, tts tofe the habitation of 


clhuds——T $¢¢———buut whither » gay wiston 5 ARE thou 


feed 2 Dhow hast life me to return no more. 
Sarence 


( 2 Y 


 Faremelt then, my beloved hitts ; farenel, 
chitdren of youth. With you it ts summer still: but 
my winter t8 come: No spring 5 alas, ts to succeed ! 
| BGG) place me by the queen stile o my stream ; 
place ihe shell, and my fethers shield, beside me 
tn my narrow howse—Opuen, open, ye ghosts of 
my fathers ! the hall where Ofsian and aol reside 


a ifs evenng of my life tS come, and Pp bard 
shall be found 20. MLO E» 


; ey Ua: 
Sallie ty 
ve 


eae 
aN 


ait parte: 


, 5 aie 


ey J ne 
a Pt ae ike 
a ah 


fe, hs 


Paaent Kn ve 
PVP ae, 


wT AC Soh vhs 


ye tte 4 
Dy 
eh, : 


Tee rete 
iy ean 
a ae 


AME SAE PME RIE AB ALE PME IME FMP PMB OPS OOD PLE Fh OM Pode cath way 
Be 


Le A te ee 


“ FF as ; 4 
wx 
i 


EX escuela ig 


